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ADVERTISEMENT. 


_— 


THE following pages contain a Tranſlation of Schiller's 
« Cabale und Liebe.“ A Play calling itſelf a Verſion of 
that admired Tragedy has already appeared in England, 
but ſo extremely ill executed, and in ſo mutilated a con- 
dition, as to leave ſcarce a ſhadow of reſemblance between 
the Original and the Copy. The Author has taken the li- 
berty of omitting whole characters and ſcenes, and in ſe- 
veral places has thought proper to ſubſtitute his own 
ſentiments for Schillet's ; an alteration by which the 
Piece is very far from gaining. Leſt the preſent 
Tranſlation ſhould be miſtaken for the former, I have 
thought it right to change the Names both of the Cha- 
rafters and of the Play itſelf; in every other reſpect I have 
endeavoured to keep ſtrictly to the Original: and when I 
offer my Tranſlation to the Public, it gives me ſome con- 
fidence, to reflect that, although this ſecond attempt may 
be as bad as the firſt, it is utterly impoſſible for it to be 
worſe, | +3 
M. G. LEWIS. 
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THE MINISTER, 


ACT L 


SCENE I. 
Munſter's Houſe. 


MuxsTzr, ELIZABETH. 


[Munfter paces the apartment with a diſordered 
air ; Elizabeth fits at work near a table.] 


MunsTER. 
WI FE, wife, this ſhall go on no longer. The 
buſineſs becomes ſerious : my daughter's intimacy 
with the Baron will be noiſed abroad: my repu- 
tation will be ruined; and then .. . . in ſhort, Caſi- 
mir ſhall enter theſe doors no more. 
ELIZABETH. 
In the name of Heaven, why ſhould his viſits 


ruin your reputation? What have you to do 
B with 
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with the buſineſs? You enticed him not to your 
houſe : you threw not your daughter in his way. 


| MuxsTe. 
I enticed him not to my houſe? I threw not 
my daughter in his way? If I fay fo, who will 


believe me? I ſhould have been more wary of 


my daughter's conduct; I ſhould have kept the 
Baron at a greater diſtance, or have inftantly diſ- 
covered the whole te his Excellence. 1 am con- 
ſcious that Caſimir will bring ſhame upon the 


damſel, and then the whole blame muſt fall upon 


me. 
ELIZABETH. 


Abſurd! What blame can fall upon you? Who 
can reproach you? What have you done, but fol- 
lowed your profeſſion quietly and induftriouſly ? 
ou received ſcholars, when they were to be found; 

and if Roſonberg offered himſelf, it was not for you 
to reject him. : 
MunsTER. 

But only anſwer me, What advantages can 
ariſe from this connexion ? Marry the girl he 
cannot: in truth, marriage is the thing leaſt 
thought of in this affair; and if he means other- 
wife, God protect my Julia from his defigns! I 
grant you, when fueh a butterfly flutters round 

ſweet water, the gluttom is ready enough to ſip: 
bat take heed | take heed} Though every hair on 
l eye; though every. blood-drop 
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in your veins were a ſentinel ; yet would he find 
means to deceive your vigilance, to ruin the maid- 
en, and forſake her when weary of his conqueſt. 
Then for the remainder of hef days muſt my child 
be condemned to ſhame ; muſt pine away, con- 
ſumed by remorſe and the perfidy of her fe- 
ducer; or, accuſtoming herſelf to the trade he 
taught her, become familiar with proſtitution, de- 


bauchery, and ſhame.—Chriſt Jeſus ! grant me 


patience | | Striking his fore bead. 
EL1ZABETH. 
God protect us! what paſſion ! 


MuNsTER. 

We have need of his protection. What can 
be the end of your deſigns ? The Baron cannot 
fail to verify my predictions; nor can I blame him 
if he does. He is young and impetuous ; the 
damſel is lovely and attractive; and a man is but 
a man. This I know, and this I ought to guard 
againſt, 

ELIZABETR. 

If you would but read the letters which my 
Lord ſends your daughter! My God ! they ſhew 
clear as the noon- day ſun, that he prizes her moſt for 


the excellence of her heart, and, though he cannot 


but dote upon her perſon, reſpects her innocence, 
her virtue, and her fame. 
MvuNsTER. 
Right, right! There lies the true path of ſe- 
B 2 duction ! 
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dudlion ! Luſt after the fleſh, but ever make the 
good ſimple heart your cloak, your go-between | 

Proceed ſo far in honour, that the feelings of the 
ſoul become dull and intoxicated, the body will 
ſoon follow the example. The ſenſual appetites. 
are awakened; over-boiling paſſions deſtroy all ſenſe 
of virtue; the Platonic viſion melts into nothing; 
and the filver moon's luſtre becomes a mere bawd. 


ELIZABETH. 
To be convinced of your injuſtice you need 
only read the books which Caſimir has put into 
Julia's hands ;—the nobleſt ſentiments, the pureſt 


Morals— 
MuNSTER. 


Books, do you ſay? Books? Oh! excellent 
ſeducer! Your appetite is grown too pampered for 
the plain fins of nature : now they muſt be dain- 
tily dreſt in the peſtilential broth of ſophiſtry ; nor 
can the body's ſhame ſuffice without the perdition 
of the ſoul. Away with the traſh! Thence are 
inſtilled into my child's mind fantaſtic viſions, - 
wanton thoughts, and enthuſiaſm falſe, ſeductive, 
and corrupting: theſe run like cantharides through- 
her blood, and deſtroy that fair edifice of religion. 
which it coſt her old father ſo much time, ſo much. 
trouble, to erect. Flames conſume them! After 
all her wandering in the paradiſe of fools, in vain; 
will the girl endeavour to regain her proper ſtation : 
ſhe will no longer remember, or only remember 
| with 


A TRAGEDY. 5 


with bluſhes, that her father is a poor unknown 
muſician : ſhe will look with contempt on the 
bleſſings within her reach; ſhe will ſigh after rank 
and ſplendour ; and when TI ſhall propoſe to her 
an huſband, worthy of her favour and in poſſeſſion 
of mine, ſhe will reject the offer with averſion and 
contempt. Yet thus it ſhall not be, by heaven |! 
I will inſtantly to the Baron; I will ſpeak to him 
with all the openneſs of indignant honeſty ; I will 
throw myſelf at his feet ; I will gall him with re- 
proaches ; I will ſoften him with my tears ; and if 
his heart be not- more impenetrable than marble, 
he muſt yield to the remonſtrances of an anxious, 
a doting father. Going. 


ELIZABETH. 

Be not fo haſty, Munſter ! Pr'ythee reflect on 
the advantages derived from this connexion. Are 
not the Baron's preſents, the trinkets, the books, 

"the jewels «do 

MuNsTER. 
[ Returning, and ſeizing her by the arm.] 

Are they not the price of my daughter's honour ? 
Shame on thee, bawd ! infamous bawd ! Eternal 
ſhame confound thee ! Sooner will I bear my 
harp on my old arms, and, plying from door to door, 
ſirike the once-admired chords at the table of vil- 
lagers, my reward the coarſe remnants of their 
unſavoury meal :—ſooner will I wander through 
the world, infirm, helpleſs, and alone, expoſing 

B 3 my 
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my grey loeks to all the inclemencies of humid 
miſt and ſeorehing ſun-beams, than be nouriſhed 
ſor one moment with the produce of that gold 
which buys from my only child her happineſs in 
this world, her ſalvation in that to come. Fye, 
fye, Elizabeth ! Relinquiſh your perfumed choco- 
late, your luxurious ſeeding, your rich and glit- 
tering attire. Then ſhall you not find it need- 
ful to expoſe your daughter's honour to ſale. For 
ſixty good years has my eſtabliſhment been re- 
putable, my clothes plain but decent, my table 
plentiful though not expenſive : during that pe- 
nod have I never thought it neceſſary to welcome 
a libertine to my doors. 


EL1ZABETH. 

What violence of temper! In a moment it burſts 
out in fire and flames! You miſunderſtood me, 
Munſter ; I meant that we muſt be cautious not 
to offend the Baron : remember that he is the 


Miniſter's ſon. 
MuxsrER. 


Woman! woman! that is the exact reaſon 
why this affair muſt finiſh inſtantly ; why he muſt 
ſeparate from my daughter this very day, The 
Miniſter will thank me, if his ſentiments are thoſe 
of an honeſt man, of an affectionate father. 
Give me my cloak ; I haſten this moment to his 
Excellence. I will tell him plainly and openly, 
* Your ſon loves my daughter. She is not worthy 
to be your ſon's wife, but ſhe is too good to 
[th | $275 «ho 
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& be his ſtrumpet. That is ſufficient My name 
«18M unites Let your ſon croſs my threſhold no 


© more.“ 
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—_ 


SCENE II. 
Munſter, Elizabeth, Warbeck. 


ELIZABETH. 
Is it you, Maſter Secretary? What pleaſure 
it gives me to fee you in this houſe again! 


WARBECK, | 
Pardon me, Madam: they who baſk in a no- 
bleman's favour can derive but little ſatisfaction 
ſrom the attention of an inferior. 
| ELIZABETH, 

You are miſtaken, my good Secretary, if you 
ſuppoſe your friendſhip indifferent to us : *tis true 
the protection of Baron Roſenberg makes us ſome- 
what choice in our acquaintance, but we neglect 
not thoſe with whom we have ever been upon 
terms of intimacy, 

MuxsTzr. | Inipatiently.] 

Elizabeth , give a chair. Will you not be ſeated, 


Wee ? 
WaARBECK. 


[Throwing off his cloak, and fitting down, while 

Elizabeth ſurveys him with a ſcornful air.] 
And how does my intended wife? for, in ſpite of 
what has happened, I ſtill flatter mytelf with the 
B 4 hopes 


8 THE MINISTER . 


hopes of one day calling her mine, May I not 


ſee her ? 
ELIZABETH. 


I am ſorry that ſhe cannot have that honour ; 
ſhe is not yet returned from maſs. 


WARBECK. 
[1Vith an air of diſbelief .| 


Is ſhe ſo early in her devotions? Well, well, 


I am glad to hear it ; they will teach her to be in 
love and charity with all men; and whenever ſhe 
gives me her hand I ſhall have a truly pious Chriſ- 


tian conſort. 
ELIZABETH. 


That you will, Maſter Secretary, that you will 
But to ſay the truth... . 
MunsTER. LAngrih. ] 
" Elizabeth! 
ELIZABETH, | 
If our family can furniſh you with any thing 
elſe than a wife, name your wiſh, and it ſhall be 
granted; but — 
Wang ECK. | Ironically.] 
Any thing elſe? You are too kind, Madam. 
ELIZABETH. | | 
But . . . as you muſt yourſelf be conſcious . 


 MoxsTER. [Still more angrily J 


Elizabeth ! 
ELIZABETH. 


3 I , ved of a good n 
ſince 


© F 
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ſince a better preſents itſelf, it is not for a mother 
to oppoſe the proſperity of her only child. Tou 
do not attend to me, Maſter Secretary. 
| WarBEtck. | Uneaſy.] 
Not attend to you? Oh ! pardon me! I am 
very anxious . . . . I beg you will proceed. 


ELIZABETH. 

Why then I will only fay, that fince Fortune 
has been pleaſed to OY that Julia ſhall be the 
bride of a Nobleman . 

WARBECK. king haſtily. 

How? What ſaid you? 

MuNnsTER. 

Keep your ſeat, Sir, keep your ſeat : heed not 
that prating woman! [T Ehzabeth.|—She the 
bride of a Nobleman ? Want c: can you mean by 
this abſurdity ? 
| ELIZABETH. 

You are at liberty to believe what you pleaſe :-T 
know what has paſſed between them, and what 
have been the promiſes of Baron Roſenberg. 

MuxsTER. | Highly incenſe. | 

Silence, Serpent! What canſt thou know? 
What can he have promiſed ? Pay no attention 
to her, Maſter Secretary ; ſhe knows not what ſhe 
ſays. [To Elizabeth. - Go to your chamber, go! 
What will Maſter Secretary think of me? He. 
will belicve that I encourage you in theſe ridicu- 


z0us fancies, 
Wanr- 
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WARBECK. | 

That you ſhould encourage her in them have I 
not deſerved from you, Munſter. Till now you 
have ever ſhown yourſelf a man. of your word. 
My pretenſions to your daughter were at one time 
on the point of being ratified in the moſt ſolemn 
manner : I have an employment adequate to ſup- 
port her reputably : the Miniſter views me with 
an eye of favour, nor ſhall I want friends to haſten 
my preferment, ſhould a proper opportunity pre- 
ſent itſelf. You are conſcious that my addreſſes to 
Julia are both honourable and advantageous, and 
you fhould not ſacrifice them to caſtles in the air, 
founded upon the promiſes of an illuſtrious libertine. 

EL1ZABETH. 
If you cannot ſpeak with more reſpeQ, Sir. 
MounsTER. 

Silence, I ſay ! Good Warbeck, be contented. 
What I told you ſome months ſince I now repeat 
to yon, and I proteſt to you that every thing re- 
mains in the ſame poſition. I will nat force the 


inclinations of my daughter. Offer yourſelf to 


ber: if ſhe accepts you, I with her happy with 
you : if you do not pleaſe her, put up with the 
affront, and part from us in charity.—-It is the 
girl who muſt live with you, not J: it is her fa- 
your, therefore, which you muſt gain, not mine. 
Why ſhould I from a ſpirit of obſtinacy force her 


into the arms of an huſband whom the finds it im- 


2 for her to love? Should I commit to tyran- 
nous 
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nous an act, the dæmons of darkneſs would mark me 
for their prey: the wine which I drink would taſte 
of Julia's tears; and every breeze that plays upon 
my hoary locks would whiſper, Thou haſt de- 
« ſtroyed the happineſs of thy child !” 


EL1ZABETH. 

In ſhort, Maſter Secretary, to end the buſineſs 
at once, I muſt obſerve, that (though I own it was 
partly given) you never had my poſitive conſent. 
once thought rather advantageouſly of your 
offers, but I am now convinced that my daughter 
is deſtined to fill a more lofty ſtation : T muſt 
therefore beg you to diſcontinue your addreſſes, 
ſince, ſhould my huſband agree to favour them, I 
ſhould oppoſe them to the utmoſt of my power. 


MuxsrER. 
Can nothing keep thee quiet? Oh! ſerpent, 


ſerpent | 
WARBECK. 


[ lIthout minding Elizabeth. | 
A father's counſels muſt ever have weight: TI 
truſt, Munſter, that you will ſtrive to biaſs your 
daughter's deciſion, and that you are not uncon- 
ſcious of the value of my alliance. 


| MunsTER. 

Death of my life ! Sir, tis the girl ſhould be 
conſcious of its value, not I. What my old wits 
may find acceptable in you may but ill ſuit the 
taſte of a young romantic maiden. I will tell you 
at once, whether you are a good muſician ; but 

A} whether 
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whether you are capable of gaining a woman's 
affections, is a queſtion much too difficult for me 
to reſolve. —In ſhort, Maſter Secretary, I am 2 
plain- ſpoken downright man. To my counſels 
you would think yourſelf but little obliged. I 
will never adviſe my daughter to promiſe love and 
obedience to one who . . . . Softly, ſoftly, good 
tongue !..... I would ſay, that I cannot adviſe 
her to accept your offers. I think not too fa- 
vourably of a lover who calls to his aid the autho- 
rity of a parent. Is he worthy of her? then he 
will ſcorn to gain his miſtreſs by ſo antiquated a 
mode. Is he afraid of failing ? then he wants 
courage, and Julia ſhall wed no coward. Na, 
no; the real lover muſt gain her affections by his 
own merit alone : he muſt make himſelf fo nc- 
ceſſary that ſhe cannot live without him; that 
ſhe would rather endure every ſorrow, every in- 
convenience, than be baniſhed from his ſight ; and 
that at length ſhe throws herſelf at her father's feet, 
and entreats either for death or the well- beloved 
of her boſom.—Such is real love; ſach muſt be 
the huſband of Julia: and he who cannot make 
ber feel theſe ſenſations, muſt perforce content 
himſelf without her. 
WIXIMECk. 
[+ a threatening voice, while be haſtily FRAY his 
cloak over his ſhoulders. | 

I underſtand you, Munſter, and quit your houſe. 
Perhaps you ſhall hear of me again. Enit. 
Mons rk. 
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MUNSTER. 
So, ſo, he is gone in anger! Well, let him 
go. It is poiſon to me to look that villain in the 
face! Surely ſome demon introduced him by 
ſtealth into the Almighty God's creation !—His 
little hypocritical eyes—his fire-brand hair—his 
ſneering lips, fraught with bitterneſs, and ſwelling 
with ſpite and malice No, no! Ere I throw 
away my daughter on ſuch a wretch . . . . . ! 


ELIZABETH. 
The low-bred impertinent !—But there are 
thoſe ſhall make him pay dearly for his threats. 


MuxsTER. 

And you too muſt bring me into freſh embar- 
raſſinents by mentioning this infernal Baron! 
What need was there to ſay, that Julia would be 
the bride of a Nobleman? What had Roſenberg's 
promiſes to do with our converſation ? Now. 

will your ſecret be noiſed throughout the city: 
the Miniſter will be informed of the whole affair, 
and the tempeſt of his wrath will burſt over and. 
deſtroy us. Tremble, woman ! tremble at your 
unprudence ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


Munſter, Elizabeth, Julia. 


[Julia enters flowly with a book in her hand : her 
air is wild and melancholy, and ſbe ſeems buried in 
ber own ideas. As ſoon as ſbe perceives her fa- 
ther, ſbe lays down: ber book, advances towards 
Bim, kneels, and kiſſes bis hand.] 
Jour. 
- Bleſs * father ! Bleſs me, and pray for me ! 


MounsTER. 

How can I beſtow on thee a bleſſing, when 
thyſelf art the only one I poſſeſs? Yet will I pray, 
that God may give thee happineſs equal to thy 
deſerts; to give thee more lies not even in his 
omnipotence. God blefs thee, my lovely, my 
angel child ! She riſes.] —Doſt thou come from 
maſs? I rejoice that my Julia's firſt thoughts are 
offered to her Creator. Continue to pray to him, 
and his arm ſhall be thy ſupport. 

Jorra. 
Oh I am a poor finful girl Was he not 


here, mother? 


ELIZABETH. 
Who, my child ? 
JoL1a. 
Ab 21 27 wh that there are others in the world 
beſides 
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befides him !-—My brain wanders ſo— And he 
was not here ?—My Caſimir was not here ? 


MounsTER, 
[With @ melancholy voice.] 
I hoped that Julia's devotion would eraſe that 


name from her remembrance. 


Juri. 
[ After a moment's ſilence.] 

I underſtand you, father. I feel the knife which 
wounds my conſcience, but your counſels come too 
late.—I have no longer any piety, father : it is 
gone, quite gone! Heaven and Cafimir ſtruggle 
for my bleeding ſoul ; and Oh ! I ſear me [ 
Rr... [ parſing] Yet not ſo, my good fa- 
ther. The painter is beſt praiſed, when the artiſt 
is forgotten in admiration of the picture. When, in 
contemplating his maſter-piece, my wonder, my 
delight, my ecſtacy makes me forget the creator, 
father, is not that adoration of God ? 


MUNSTER. 
[ Throwing himſelf into a ſeat in deſpondency.] 
Leſſons of virtue! how have ye abandoned the 


heart of my child ! 
Jura. 


Moving eagerly lo the window, and leanmg upon the 
frame with a melancholy air. 

Where is he now ?—About what is he now oc- 
cupied? Happy, happy ladies! who now liſten 
to his voice !—who now gaze upon his features 

| even 
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even to dotage! I—I am a miſerable ſorſaken 
maid ! | Saris at the word, and returns haſtily io 
Munſter. |—Yet no, no, no! Father, forgive me ! I 
quarrel not with that fortune which made me your 
daughter. I will only think on him a little : that 
can do no harm, can it, iy kind father Now what 
ſay you? Were it not excellent, could I breathe 
out the ſew ſuſpirations of liſe allotted to me, in a 
gentle flattering breeze that might cool the cheeks 
of my lover? The ſhort-lived flower of my youth... 
would it were a violet upon which he might tread, 
and then I might expire beneath his feet ! Father, 
would not that be tranſport? Surcly when in- 
feats baſk in its luſtre, that gives no offence to the 
proud glorious day-flar ? 


| MUNSTER. 
[Leaning upon the arm of his chair, and covering his 

face, while he ſpeaks interrupted by ſobbing. ] 

Julia! Julia! Her ſenſes are diſordered !|—Oh! 
1 ſhall loſe my darling !—My child! my child! 
Lovely unfortunate enthuſiaſt ! With joy would 
I ſacrifice the remnant of my days, could I make 
you forget that you ever beheld the Baron ! 


Joria. [Terrifeed. | 
How? how ?—Did you fay..... No, no ! that 
could not be my father's meaning. He knows not 
that Caſimir is mine !—He knows not that the 


good God created him for me, and for my delight 


alone! [ After a pauſe of recollection] The firſt 
moment 
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moment that I beheld him.... and the blood 
_ ruſhed rapidly into my glowing cheeks ..... . 
more lively beat every pulſe : every throb told me, 
every breath whiſpered, © "Tis he! — And my 
beart, recognizing him, of whoſe abſence it had fa 
long felt the void, repeated yet more audibly, 

«Tis he! ”—Methought the melodious ſound 
rang through the world,” and methought that 
world ſeemed to ſhare in my delight That mo- 
ment... . Oh that moment was the firſt dawning 
of my ſoul | A thouſand new ſentiments aroſe in 
my boſom, as flowers on the earth when ſpring 
approaches. I forgot that there was a world, yet 
never had I felt that world ſo dear to me I for- 
got that there was a God, _ never had I felt ſo 
grateful for * bounties ! 


MounsTER. 
[Starting from his ſeat, haſtening to Julia, and 4 a 
ing her to his boſom. 
Julia! my beloved, my admirable child !—Do 
what thou wilt Take every thing.. . my life. . . the 
Baron !—But God is my, vitnels, that I never can 
give him to the! Le. 
Joria. 

Beſt of fathers ! now would I not have thine give 
him me. This deſpicable breath of life... this dew- 
drop in the ocean of eternity . how voluptuouſly 
is it conſumed in dreaming of Cafimir ! While 
this indurable exiſtence. laſts, I wiſh not his poſ- 

9 ſeſſion; 
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ſeſſion; but oh! in that to come . . !—Then, Mo- 
ther, then when the bounds of ſeparation are thrown 
down. . . . when the hated diſtinctions of rank no 
longer part us from each other. . . when men again 
become no more than men and equals. . . then will 
I boldly advance before the tribunal of my God! 
I ſhall bring nothing with me ſave my innocence !— 
Yet often has my father told me, that at the Al- 
mighty's coming riches and titles will be worthleſs ; 
and that hearts alone, honourable honeſt hearts, 
will be thought valuable beyond all price. —Oh ! 
then ſhall I be rich !—There, tears will be reckoned 
ſor triumphs, and glorious thoughts be preferred 
to an illuſtrious anceſtry; Then, then, Mother, 
ſhall I indeed be noble !—then ſhall I indeed be- 


come the bride of Caſimir 
ELIZABETR. 
¶ Kiſing haſtily from ber ſeat.) 
Julia, I hear the Baron ! Haſten to receive 
him. [ Exit, 
_ JulIA. 


Oh! do not leave me, Mother Why trem- 
ble you ſo, poor heart! at hearing the IG of 
your maſter? _ 


SCENE 
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. SCENE IV. 
J::lia, Caſinur. 


He flies towards ber : ſhe advances a few fleps to 
meet him, but falls back into her chair, pale and 
trembling. Cafimir kneels before ber, preſſes her 
hand to his boſom, and looks upon her for ſome 
moments in flence. A pauſe. | 

CASIMIR, 
So pale, Julia ? 
- Jeria. | Riſing, and embracing him. | 
Fear not—it is nothing . . . nothing in truth— 


You are here ; I embrace you, and am well, 
CASIMIR, 


And am I ſtill beloved, Julia ?—My heart is 
yeſterday's; is thine the ſame? I haſtened hither 
I wiſhed only to know that thou art happy, that I 
might return and be fo too.— I find thee. pale, 
fainting, ill! | 

Jura. 

Not ſo, my beloved, not ſo. 

CaSrMiR, Ls 

Why deceive me, Julia ? You are not happy. 
I ſee through your ſoul, as through the clear luftre 
of theſe brilliants | pointing to his ring. |—No ſpeck 
can harbour here, unmarked by my vigilance—no 
thought can paſs over your countenance, and ef: 
cape the obſervation of your lover. What grieves 
you? Anſwer me. Ah! were I but certain that 
this mirror is unſullied, no cloud ſhould I fee 

C2  _ _ through 
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through the wide expanſe of atmoſphere ! Speak 
to me, Julia: what afflicts you? 


JoLIA. 
¶ Looking at him with anxiety for a few moments. 

Caſimir, couldſt thou know how much above 
herſelf this diſcourſe exalts the tradeſmap's daugh- 
ter 

CASIMIR. 

What ſay'ſt thou ?—Tell me, girl, where found 
ye that ?—Thou art my Julia : who told thee 
thou couldſt be aught elſe ?—See, falſe-one, ſee, 
for what coldneſs I muſt chide thee ! Were in- 
deed thy whole exiſtence love for me, never hadſt 
thou found time to draw compariſons between our 
ranks, When I am with thee, my prudence is loſt 
in one look from thine eyes ; when I am abſent, 
in a dream of thee ! But thou... thou canſt har- 
bour prudence in the ſame breaſt with love |—Fye 
on'thee, Julia! Every moment beſtowed on this 
ſorrow was a robbery from affection and from me. 


| JoLia. 
[ Preſſing his hand, and Jhaking her head with a me- 
lancholy air. 
_ Caſimir, you would lull my apprehenſions to 
ſleep; you would divert my eyes from the preci- 
pice into which I am falling.—I can ſee into futu- 
rity, and I tremble at the fight !—The voice of 
honour. . . your own reproaches, your father's anger; 
. . my poverty, my inſignificance, my nothing. 
[Shar and bai pe his hand |—Caſimir ! 
a dagger 
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a dagger hangs over us! We are ſeparated, ſepa- 


rated for ever 
CAsIuIRũ. 


Separated, Julia? Whence theſe apprehen- 
ſions? Who can ſeparate two hearts, or the tones 
of one accord? True, I am a nobleman : but are 
my letters of nobility more valid than Heaven's 
hand-writing in my Julia's eyes? Are the diſ- 
tinctions of rank more to be reſpected than pro- 
miſes to whoſe faith I have ſo often made God my 
witneſs? TI am ſon to the Prime Miniſter ; even 
therefore ſhould I ſeek happineſs on the boſom of 
my miſtreſs. What but love can ſweeten the curſes 
which my father's extortions will draw down on 
me from every groaning peaſant ? 


Jour. 
Oh ! how I fear that father ! 


Cas]miR. 

I fear nothing . . . . nothing, but that your affec- 
tion ſhould know bounds. Let obſtacles riſe be- 
tween us, huge as mountains, I will conſider them 
but as ſtairs, and aſcend by them to the arms of 
Julia. The tempeſt of oppoſing Fate ſhall but fan 
the flame of my affection : dangers will only ſerve 
to make Julia yet more charming.—Then ſpeak 
no more of terrors, oh! thou, my beloved! I 
will protect thee ; I will watch over thee, carefully 
as the enchanter's dragon watches over buried gold, 
I will be thy guardian ; thou ſhalt need no other 
angel. I will throw myſelf between thee and Fate: 
_ blow aimed by her at thy breaſt ſhall be re- 
ö C3 ceived 
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ceived in mine. For thee will I collect every drop 

that flows from the caſk of pleaſure ; to thee will I 

bring it in the bowl of love. | Embracing ber af- 
fectionately— This arm ſhall ſupport my Julia 

through life. Fairer than it diſmifled thee, ſhall 

heaven receive thee back; and angels ſhall confeſs. 

with delight and wonder, that nothing but love 
can give perfection to the ſoul. 


Juri. 

[Dj iſengaging herſelf from him in confufion. ] 

Speak no more, I beſeech thee! Oh! Caſi- 
mir, ſpeak no more! Couldſt thou know 
Oh ! leave me, leave me !—Little doft thou feel 
how theſe hopes rend my heart in. pieces like 
fiends! | Going. | 

Casrir. [Delaining Ber.] 

Stay, Julia, ftay ! Why this agitation ?—Why 

how hurried looks ? 


Jerna. 
7 1 bad fa, prong theſe viſions, and was happy. 
| Now. .. from this day is the tranquillity of my 


Pet "in no more. Wild impetuous wiſhes, unſatiſ- 
fied defires, ſtings of delight exquiſite and torment- 
ing, muſt ſwell in my boſom, muſt torture me, 
muſt drive me mad! Go, cruel youth! Leave me, 
'oh! leave me !—Cafimir | Caſimir! God forgive 
thee! Thou haſt hurled that fire-brand into my 
young peaceful heart, which nothing can extin- 
guiſh but the chillneſs of the grave! 

A [Se breaks from him, and rufbes from the en 


follawed by Cofnur. | 
8 C E NE 
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x SCENE V. 
Count Roſenberg's Houſe. 
Count Roſenberg, Warbeck. 


Cour. 
Caſimir's a ſerious attachment, ſay you? No, 
no, Warbeck ; I never can believe it. 


| WARBECK. 

If your Excellence will allow me to bring proofs 

of my aſſertions . . . . 
CounrT. 

That he is pleaſed with the girl, talks bombaſt 
nonſenſe to her, and ſtrives to enſnare her affections 
by pretending to ſentiment and delicacy—all this is 
very poſſible, and in my opinion very excuſable : 
but as for marriage The daughter of a mu- 
ſician, I think, you ſaid ? | 


WARBECK. 
Of Munſter, the muſic-maſter. 


Count. 
Handſome ?—But that queſtion anſwers itſelf, 


Wan BECK. | With warmth. | 
The moſt lovely creature that ever the world 
beheld ! Elegant in her manners, captivating in 
her diſcourſe, and perfe& in her perſon. 
Count. | Smiling. | 


Softly, ſoftly, Warbeck ! You betray your own. 
| Cc ſecret, 


24 THE MINISTER : 


ſecret. It requires no great penetration to diſcover 
that you are not inſenſible to the charms of this 
lovely creature, as you call her. But to return to 
our ſubject. You muſt not ſuppoſe, my good friend, 
that I am diſpleaſed with Caſimir's gallantry. To 
be favoured by women is one of the moſt certain 
yet eaſieſt methods of riſing at court, and the con- 
queſt of this one damſel will inſure him ſucceſs 
with twenty others of more conſequence. You 
ſay that ſhe is handſome? I am glad of it; it 
proves that Caſimir has taſte. Does he pretend 
| honourable deſigns ? With all my heart! It con- 
vinces me that he can diſſemble at proper times, 
and that he has wit enough not to ſacrifice his in- 
tereſts to a romantic adoration of veracity. (As 
the world runs at preſent, you will allow, friend 
Warbeck, that this is a qualification by no means 
unneceſſary.) Is he ſucceſsful in his enterpriſe ? So 
much the better! It ſhows that Fortune is willing 
to favour him. And, to end the farce, ſhould a 
grandſon make his appearance, I ſhall congratulate 
myſelf on the addition to my family, and remove 
the mother and the brat to ſome decent retirement. 


5 WarBeck. 
Beware, my Lord, beware! That mother may 
remove Count Roſenberg to a retirement not quite 
ſo reputable as that intended for his ſon's miſtreſs. 
The Baron in Ae of a ſecret upon which 
your life ' 

CouNnT. 
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Count. | Angrily and fternly.] 
Hold, Warbeck ! Not a ſyllable more on that 
head, Remember, that I am dreadful when once 
alarmed, obſtinate when once convinced, frantic 


when once aware of an intended injury. As to the 


other ſubje&, I am willing to take the whole in 
good part. That you would fain remove your rival, 
I make no fort of doubt—that to ſave yourſelf the 
trouble of breaking off my ſon's connexion with this 
Julia, you would willingly make me the inſtrument 
of ſeparating them, I can alſo readily conceive. As 
to your natural propenſity to deceit, I cannot ob- 
ject to it; it has frequently been of uſe to me, and, 
as I am fore-warned, I have nothing to apprehend 


from its conſequences to myſelf : but that you 


ſhould attempt to exerciſe your hypocriſy upon 
me, to perſuade me to your purpoſe by remem- 
bering me of circumſtances which I muſt needs wiſh 


forgotten, or ſhould ſtrive to make me coincide ' 


with your views by threatening a diſcloſure of thoſe 
_ circumſtances, is a mode of conduct which I never 
will permit. 
WARBECK-. | 
Pardon me, my Lord! I meant not to offend : 
neither in my repreſentations had hypocriſy. any 
| ſhare. —I cannot deny my affection for the damſel; 
but if Jealouſy has in any degree aſſiſted me in this 
affair, it has been with her eyes to diſcover Caſimir's 
connexion, not with her tongue- to publiſh, it to 
your Excellence. 


: 
” 1 
* 


#4 , 
1 „ 
CounT;' wick. 
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Count. 


Jealouſy ? Abſurd ! What haſt thou to do with 
jealouſy ?—What needeſt thou care, whether the 
ducats are received from the mint, or paſs through 
the hands of a banker ? Obſerve the alliances of 
the Great. Whether it be publicly known or not, 
in my rank of life a marriage is ſeldom ſolemnized 
where at leaſt a dozen of the gueſts cannot mea- 
fure the bridegroom's paradiſe by geometrical pro- 
_ portions. 
WarBEck. | Bowing.] 

Upon this head, my Lord, I confeſs myſelf a 
plebeian. 

CouxT. 

| To prove to you the truth of my aflertions, I 
will now-confide a ſecret to your keeping.—You 
have heard, no doubt, that a treaty of marriage 
has been propoſed between the Duke and a Prin- 
ceſs of the houſe of Auſtria. To facilitate this union, 
it is reſolved, that the Baroneſs Auguſta ſhall 
pretend to have loſt our Sovereign's heart, and, to 
make her diſgrace yet more credible, ſhall con- 
tract ſome oſtenſible engagement. You are con- 
ſcious, Warbeck, how fondly the Prince dotcs 
upon his miſtreſs ; he loads her with favours, and 
the title of Baroneſs lately beſtowed ypon her is 
one of the moſt inſignificant. With her influence 
over him is mine unable to cope, and my power 
would ſoon fall to the ground, ſhould it jar againſt 
her intereſts. The Duke now ſeeks an huſband 
2 2 0. ; for 
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for her. An enemy of mine may offer himſelf, con- 
clude the bargain, ſecure the Duke's confidence, 
as well as his ſtrumpet, and eafily eſtabliſh himſelf 
in the place which I now poſſeſs. In order there- 
fore to retain the Prince in the ſhackles of my fa- 
mily, within a week ſhall the Baroneſs become the 
wife of my ſon. Do you underſtand me ? 


WARBECK. 

Perfectly, my Lord. But the ſtateſman ſeems 
ſo totally to overcome the parent in this buſineſs, 
that I fear the Baron will prove dutiful to you in 
the ſame proportion that you are affectionate to 


him, In that caſe your whole edifice will be le- 
yelled with the ground. 


Count. 

Fortunately, he has never dared to diſpute my 
will, when once I had pronounced, “ Thus ſhall 
it be!“ But now, Warbeck, I return to our for- 
mer ſubject.— I will propoſe Auguſta to my ſon 
this very day: the reception which he gives my 
offer ſhall either confirm your aſſertions, or anni- 
hilate the very idea of them from my mind. —Will 
this content you ? | 

 Warpkck. 

Permit me to repreſent, that his refuſal may as 
well be placed to the account of the bride you 
offer to him, as of her from whom you wiſh him 
to be ſeparated, Put him then to a trial more 
ſevere.—Propoſe to him the moſt unexceptionable 


woman 
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woman that can be found in Brunſwic. If he ac- 
cepts her for his bride ; if he conſents to marry 
any other than Julia Munſter, I will ſubject my- 
ſelf willingly to any puniſhment which yourſelf or 
the Baron may think proper to inflict. 
| Count. | Bitmg his hips. | 
Marry her? Confuſion ! 
WARBECK. 
That certainly is his intention. This very morn- 
ing Munſter's wife betrayed the ſecret to me. 
CovunrT. 
I take your advice, Warbeck ; Caſimir ſhall im- 
mediately be put to the proof. 
WARBECK. 
Yet, let me entreat your Excellence not to for- 
get that the Baron ... is the Miniſter's fon : ſhould 
he diſcover that I informed you 
Cour. 
Take you no heed; I will not betray you. 
WARBECK. 
Permit me alſo to mention, that my ſervices in 
ridding you of a daughter-in-law ill-ſuited to your 
inclinations . . . . . | 


Covunr. | 
Deſerve the recompenſe of a wife well-ſuited to 
yours ? That alſo ſhall be remembered. 


Warmtck. | Bowing.] 


at Eternally your Lordſhip's ſlave. ¶ Going. 
CavunT. 
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CounT. | In @ threatening voice.] 
As to what I have confided to _ ſhould * 
dare but to whiſper one ſyllable . 


WARBECK. 
While your Excellence poſſeſſes the proofs of 


my forgery, upon that head you may reſt ſecure. 
[ Exit. 


Count. 
He is right : I have nothing to dread from him, 
while I hold him confined in the fetters of his own 
knavery. 


SCENE VI. 


Count Roſenberg. A Servant. 
SERVANT, 
Marſhal Ingelheim to wait upon your Lordſhip. 
CounrT. 


The very man I wiſhed to ſee, —Introduce him. 
[ Exit Servant. 


SCENE VII. 
Count Roſenberg, Marſhal Ingelbeim. 
MaRrSHAL. 
[ In an aſſected tone of voice.] 
How delighted I am to ſee you, my dear Count ! 
It ſeems an age ſince I had laſt that honour! And 


how have you done theſe hundred years ? Will 
you 
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you forgive my not having paid my reſpects to you 
at an earlier hour? I ſwear to you, nothing but 
the moſt preſſing buſineſs . . . . the Duke's bill of 
fare .. . long-neglected viſits to be returned ... invi- 
tations to the next gala ball .. . not to mention a 
million of other affairs to the full as important.. 
Befides, it was neceſſary for me to be at the le- 
vee, and inform his Highneſs of the ſtate of the 


weather. | 
Cour. 


True, Marſhal ! So weighty a concern was not 
to be neglected, 


MarsHar. 
Then a raſcally ſhoemaker kept me waiting 
near three quarters of an hour. 


Count. 
And yet ready fo ſoon ? 


MARSHAL. 
Nor is that all As misfortunes never come ſin- 
. Only hear my adventures of to-day, 


my dear Count! 
Cour. 


I am all attention. [Alide.] Can it be poſſi- 
ble? Can a ſon of mine 


MaRrSHAL. 
Now only liſten !—Scarce had I quitted my car- 
riage at the Palace-door, when the horſes became 
reſtive, and beginning to ſtamp and rear .. I was 
covered . . . . Only imagine! . . . I was covered 
with mud from head to foot ! What was now to 
= be 
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be done? Fancy yourſelf, my dear friend, only 
fancy yourſelf for a moment in my fituation ! 
There ſtood I ; late was the hour; the window- 
curtains of his Highneſs were already drawn up. 
In this dilemma to what reſource did I betake my- 
ſelf ?—I pretended to faint : my domeſtics haſtily 
replaced me in my carriage: my coachman, fancy- 
ing me at the point of death, galloped home like a 
mad-man : the moment I arrive there, I fly to my 
chamber, change my dreſs, haſten back to the pa- 
lace, and in ſpite of all theſe accidents . . . only 
imagine! . . . am ſtill the firſt perſon in the anti- 
chamber! What ſay you to that, my beſt Count? 


Count. 
The moſt admirable impromptu ever engendered 
by mortal wit—But tell me, Ingelheim, did you 
ſpeak to the Duke ? 


Marsnar. | Importantly]. 
Full twenty minutes and a half. 


CounT. 

Indeed? ] congratulate you, Marſhal ; you 
are become a man of conſequence, and doubtleſs 
his Highneſs has imparted to you the ſecret of the 
day, . 

Marsnar. [ After a pauſe of reſtection.] 

I certainly did hear it rumoured, that the court- 
livery was to be changed from brown to blue—but 
the news wanted confirmation, 


CovunrT. 
That is highly important, but ſtill not the intel- 
ligence 
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ligence I mean. You have not heard then, that 
the Baroneſs Auguſta will ſoon become my daugh- 
ter-in-law ? 
MAxsHAL. 

Not a word of it. And ſeriouſly the match is 
likely to take place? 
CounT. 

It is concluded, Marſhal, it is concluded ; and 
when you pay your uſual morning compliments to 


the Baroneſs, you will oblige me by preparing her 
to receive Caſimir's viſit. You have full liberty 


alſo to mention the approaching nuptials to all 
thoſe who honour me by intcreſting themſelves in 
my concerns. 

MARSHAL. 

My dear friend, you confer upon me the greateſt 
favour in the world ! Nothing can give me more 
ſatisfaction than ſuch an employment. I fly to 
the Baroneſs this moment. Adieu, my beſt Count ! 
[Embracing bim.] Depend upon my diligence. 
In three quarters of an hour not a ſoul in the town 


ſhall be ignorant of the whole affair. Enit. 


Counr. | Smiling contemptuotiſty.] 
They ſay this creature is of no uſe in the world: 
but a man of ſenſe can make uſe of every thing. 
Now Cafimir muſt either accept the propoſal, or 
give the whole town the lye. Who waits? | War- 
beck enters.) Send the Baron hither, [Warbeck 
retires, the Count walls backwards and forwards full 


of thought. | 
. SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 
Count Roſenberg, Culſimir. 


Cas IIR. 
I was informed, my Lord 


CounT. 

Aye, Caſimir, I ſent for you.—W hat mean you 
by this conduct, my ſon? I have watched you 
for theſe laſt three months, and find no longer 
that warm, open vivacity of youth which formerly 
was ſo amiable and enchanting. A ſtrange forrow 
broods upon your features : you ſhun your father ; 
you ſhun the ſociety in which you once delighted. 
For ſhame, Caſimir ! At your age a thouſand irre- 
gularities are eaſier forgiven, than one inſtant of ill- 
humour. Away then with this melancholy, my 
ſon ! Indulge yourſelf in every pleaſure : enjoy the 
preſent moments, without heeding thoſe to come. 
Leave the care of your future happineſs to my 
direction, and only prepare yourſelf, when neceſ- 
ſary, to co-operate with my deſigns. Promiſe me 
this, my Caſimir, and embrace me in token of 
compliance. | | 

CASIMIR. 
Your kindneſs to-day, noble father, exceeds my 


utmoſt expectations. 
| Coun. 


** To-day,” fay you? . .. and that with ſuch 
D an 
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an air of wonder and ſuſpicion ? [ſeriouſly] Ca- 
ſimir! . . . For whoſe ſake have I ventured upon 
that dangerous path, which leads to the affections 
of princes? For whofe ſake am I at variance with 
Heaven and my conſcience, at variance never to 

be reconciled ?—Hear me, Caſimir! (Remember, 
tis to my ſon I ſpeak.) For whom have I made 
room by the removal of my predeceſſor? a deed, 
which the more deeply wounds my inward feelings, 
the more carcfully I conceal the dagger from the 
world! Tell me, Cafimir, for whoſe ſake have I 


done all this ? 
CASIMTRE. 


[ Recoiling with horror. 

Yet not for mine, father, not for mine? Yet 
not on me fhall fall the bloody reflection of this 
murder By my Almighty Maker, it were better 
never to have been born, than haye been the un- 
conſcious caufe of ſueh a crime! 


CounrT. 

Sayeſt thou ?—How ?—But I will pardon theſe 
romantic viſions—Cafimir, I will preſerve my tem- 
per—Ungrateful boy ! Thus doſt thou repay me 
for my ſleepleſs nights ? Thus for my unſlumbering 
anxiety for thy good ? Thus for the never-dying 
ſcorpion of my conſcience? Upon me muſt fall 
the burthen of exculpation ; upon me the curſe, 
the thunderbolt of the Judge. Thou receiveſt thy 
* from another's hands: enjoy it, and re- 

member, 
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member, that the crime is not attached to the in- 


heritance. 
CASIMIR. 


[ Extending bis right hand towards heaven. 
An inheritance, which I now ſolemnly abjure, 
ſince it ſerves but to remind me of a Parent's guilt! 


Count, 

Hear me, youth ! Do not incenſe me.—Spirit- 
leſs worm ! were you left to your own direction, 
you would crawl for ever in the duſt. 


CASIMIR, 
Oh ! better, Father, far, far better to crawl a 
worm in the duſt than a ſerpent on a throne ! 


CounrT. 

[ Repreſſing bis anger. 

So !—Then compulſion muſt make you ſenſible 
of your happineſs, —To that point, which with all 
ſtriving a thouſand others fail to reach, have you 
been exalted in the very ſleep of infancy. At 
twelve you received a commiſſion ; at eighteen, a 
command. I have laboured to eſtabliſh you in the 
Duke's good graces: I have ſucceeded. He bids 
you lay afide your uniform, and ſhare with me his 
favour and his confidence. He ſpoke of titles, of 
embaſſies, of honours beſtowed but upon few. A 
glorious proſpect preſents itſelf before you. The 
direct path to the place next to the throne lies open 
to you ; nay, to the throne itſelf, if the power of 
ruling is not leſs valuable than the name. Does 
D 2 not 
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not that idea awaken your ambition ? Docs not 
that incite your ſoul to daring deeds ? 


_ Casrnis, 

It does not; for my ideas of great and happy 
differ widely from my Father's. Your happineſs 
can be but ſeldom known, except by the miſery of 
others. - Envy, terror, abhorrence, are the melan- 
choly mirrors in which princes admire their great- 
neſs; tears, curſes, deſperation, the unſavoury be- 
verage of thoſe ſo falſely eſteemed happy :—intoxi- 
cated with this, they ſink ſleeping into eternity, and 
at the day of judgment throng ſtaggering before the 
throne of God. My ideas of happineſs rather make 
me look for its fountains in myſelf, I ſeek no 
honours ; I ſhrink from ambition ; I feel, that every 
with of mine lies buried in my heart. 
| Cour. 

Excellent! Excellent! Talents for romance 
cannot be higher carried! But not to let them 
ruſt unemployed, I will place one by your fide who 
may participate in this unbounded folly. Hear me, 
youth ! This very day reſolve to take a bride of my 


n 


CASIMIR, 
[ Starting back amaxed.] 


Father! 
Cour. 


Anſwer me not! I will hear nothing in reply — 
I have made propoſals in your name to the Baroneſs 
Auguſta— 
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Auguſta—You will inſtantly determine to accom- 
modate yourſelf to my wiſhes, and from this mo- 
ment conſider yourſelf as her bridegroom. 


Casmin, 
The Baroneſs Auguſta ! 


Coun. 
If ſhe is not unknown to ou 
CasimirR. [ Paſſionately.] 

To what brothel is ſhe unknown through the 
dukedom ? [calmer] But pardon me, deareſt Fa- 
ther ! It was ridiculous to imagine that your pro- 
poſal could be ſerious. Would you call yourſelf 
father of that raſcal ſon, who doomed himſelf for 
lucre to the hride-bed of a licenſed proſtitute ? 


CouNT. ws 
an objection, I would myſelf become her huſband 
would not you call yourſelf that raſcal father's ſon ? 


CASIMIR. 
As there is a God above us ! that would I not. 


CounrT. 

By Heaven ! an ayowal, which I pardon for its 
ſingularity. 
CASIMIR. 

Tentreat you, Father, by all that is ſacred, by all 
that is dear to you, releaſe me from terrors, which 
render it inſupportable for me to know myſelf your 


ſon. | A 
D 4 CounT. 
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Count. 
Are you diſtracted, boy? Who thirſts not after a 


diſtinction, which makes him in a third place the 


equal of his ſovereign ? 


CASIMIR. 
If I am diſtracted, Father, tis you who make me 


ſo. A diſtinction,“ do you call it ? a diſtinction 
to be equal with a prince, when he ſtoops to place 


himſelf upon a level with his baſeſt ſubject? [The 
Count laughs inſullingly]— Lou may ſcoff at and 
ridicule me; I muſt paſs it over in a father —Sup- 
poſe I ſhould conſent to this union? With what 
countenance ſhould I ſupport the gaze of the mean- 


eſt labourer, who at leaſt receives an undivided 


perſon as the portion of his bride ? With what 


- countenance ſhould I preſent myſelt before the 


world, before the prince, nay, before the harlot 
herſelf, who would waſh out in my ſhame the brand- 
marks of her honour ? 


| Cour. 
Abſurd ! Whence couldſt thou collect ſuch no- 


tions? 
Dass. 


1 ſwear to you, Father, by heaven and by earth, ſo 
happy by your only ſon's perdition can you never 


make yourſelf, as you will make him miſerable ! 


If my life can be a ſtep to your advancement, diſ- 
poſe of it at your pleaſure : my life was your preſent, 
and to ſacrifice it to your welfare will I never he- 

ſitate 
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ſitate a moment. My honour, Father. . . . . if you 
deprive me of this, the giving me life was a mere 
trick of knaviſh cruelty, and I muſt equally curſe 
the parent and the pander. 
Couxr. | Embracing him. | 

Speak ever thus, my brave, my noble boy ! How 
proud I feel of theſe ſentiments ! I have put you to 
the proof; I have found you anſwering my moſt 
ſanguine wiſhes, and the faireſt maid in Brunſwic 
is a reward ſcarcely adequate to your deſerts. Be 
happy, then, my deareſt fon ! lay aſide your appre- 
henſions, and give your hand this evening to the 
Counteſs of Oſtheim. 

CasimiR. | In new diſorder.] 

Has Fate then pitched upon this hour to hurl me 

from precipice to precipice ? 
Count. 
[ Regarding him with an eye of ſuſpicion. \ 

By this union, I imagine that your honour can 

have nothing to loſe ? 


CasMin, 

Nothing, Father, nothing !—Frederica of Oft- 
heim would make any other the happieſt of men. 
—{[ Afde.) His kindneſs rends totally in pieces that 
remnant of my heart which his cruelty left un- 


wounded. 
Cour. 


[His eye flill fixed upon him.] 
I expected, Caſimir, that your gratitude. ... . , 
| 24 Casi. 
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CASIMIR. 
[ Throwing himſelf at his feet, and kiſſing his hand. 

Father, your goodneſs awakens every ſpark of 
| ſentiment in my boſom Father, receive my 
warmeſt thanks for your paternal tenderneſs !— 
Your choice is unexceptionable ..... . But 
T cannot. . . I dare not.. . . Pity me, Father, I 
never can love the Counteſs! 

Count. | Drawing back.] 

Hold, young Sir! you have fallen into the ſnare. 
So theſe were your plots? Thou artſul hypoerite! 
—Tt was not then honour which made thee refuſe 
Auguſta ?!—Caſimir! Caſimir! It was not the 
woman, but the nuptials, which alarmed thee ! 
[ Caftmir lands petrified for ea moment; then recovers 
himſelf, and prepares to quit the chamber Baſtily.— 
And whither now? Stay, Sir! Is this the reſpect 
due to thy father? | Cafmir returns ſlowly; |—Hear 
me; youth! The Baroneſs expects thee : the Duke 
has my promiſe : both court and city are perſuaded 
that the marriage will take place. If thou makeſt 


me appear a liar, boy.! . . . . If before the Duke 
the lady —the court and city — thou makeſt 
me appear a liar! . .. .. tremble, boy, tremble 


at, my vengeance Should certain circumſtances 
have reached my knowledge... How now? Why 
does the fire of thy cheeks at once grow pale ? 
Cas iuIx. | Pale and-trembling.] 
How? '.. What? . . . There is no cauſe 


ſor my emotion, Father, none in truth! 
1 CounT, 
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Cour. 

[ Caſting upon him a dreadful look. ] 

And if there is any If I ſhould diſcover the 
ſource from whence this obſtinacy proceeds 
Boy! boy! the very thought drives me diſtracted 
... . Leave me this moment, and obey me 
Tis now the hour of the parade. As ſoon as the 
word is given, go thou to the Baroneſs ; once there, 
my pleaſure is known to thee. . . . Do thou fulfil it 
. . - . When I ſtep forth, a dukedom-trembles ; let 
me ſec if a diſobedient madman dare contradict my 
will! [ Going, returus.] Remember, Sir; go thou 
to the Baroneſs. Go to her, or fly from my anger 
to the very extremities of the globe !. . and 
even there my curſe ſhall find thee! Exit. 

Cas TMIR. 

He is gone! ... Was that a father's" voice? 

. . . . Yes, I will hence . . I will ſee her . I 
will ſay ſuch things to her!... . Iwill hold ſuch 
a mirror before her eyes! .. . . Then, if ſhe ſtill 
demands my hand, in the preſence of her paramour, 
of the collected nobles, and of God, I throw her 
from me, and reſign her to eternal infſamy.— 
Tremble, unworthy woman! Girdle thyſelf round 
with all the pride of thy native Britain. Thou 
wilt need it; for a German ſoldier will ſpeak to 
thee the language of truth. Exit. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


ACT 
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ACT 1. 


SCENE 1. 
jo A magnificent Saloon. 
The Baroneſs AuGusTA, CATHARINA, 


[Augufta fits upon a fopha, and occaſionally brite 
tze chords of her harp. She ſeems buried in me- 
g 1 ditation. Catharina comes from the balcony.] 


CarnariINaA. 


| * Ee is over; the officers are e 
but I ſee r no ſigns of the Baron. 


Avous rA. 

bau, wit uneaſineſs, and traverſes the Jn. with, a 
| diſordered air. - 

1 know not what torments me this morning; I 
never before felt | theſe ſenſations! . . . . You ſaw 
him not, Catharina. . Well, no matter: he has 
no cauſe for impatience. Oh ! how this interview 
weighs down my heart like the conſciouſneſs of a 
crime — 0, Catharina; let the Duke's wildeſt 
courſer be prepared for me: I pant for air; I muſt 
ſee men, and the blue ſky, and chaſe theſe gloomy 


| e from my boſom. 
. CATHARINA, | 
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CATHARINA, 

If you wiſh for amuſement, why not throw open 
your doors, and admit the crowd of thoſe whom a 
ſmile from you can make happy? Muſic, dancing, 
feaſting, play . . . . Name but your wiſh, and *twill 
be gratified. Were I in your place, lady; were the 
Duke and his whole court at my entire command, 

I would ſuffer no caprice to ruffle the tranquillity 
of my temper. | 


AvugGusTA. 
[ Throwing herſelf upon the ſopba. | 
Oh! let me not be troubled with the weariſome 
tribe of flatterers ! Every hour in which I ſhun them 
is worth a diamond. Shall I line my chambers 
with this cringeing throng ? Theſe courtiers are 


pitiable creatures; deſpicable men ; the ſlaves of a 
ſingle puppet, whoſe actions I govern eaſier than I do 
the ſtrings of my lute ! What ſhould I with people 
whoſe ſouls are filled with nothing but fulſome com- 
pliments and inſipid adulation? What pleaſure can 
it give to queſtion them, when J already know their 
anſwer ? How can I bear to converſe with wretches 
who dare harbour no opinion that differs from mine? 
Hence with the ſervile crowd ! Prepare for me a 
ſteed, wild, ſpirited, and impetuous: I burn to ſee 
a creature that ſubmits not tamely to the rein ! 
CATHARINA, 
Yet from thoſe who anſwer your deſcription 
you ſurely muſt except the Duke: no handſomer 
2 perſon, 
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perſon, or tenderer heart ; no manners more po- 
liſhed, or underſtanding more enlightened, can be 
found in his whole dominions. 
| AvuGUsTA. | 

Aye, Catharina, there lies the attraction ! They 
are his dominions : thence comes your praiſe, and 
my apology. Nothing but ſovereignty could ex- 
cuſe my weakneſs. Thou ſay'ſt, the generality of 
women envy me: Oh! blindneſs! blindneſs ! I 
am far more worthy their compaſſion. Among 
thoſe who reſt upon the boſom of Majeſty, the 
miſtreſs maintains her ſtation by the moſt diſgrace- 
ful means; ſince ſhe purchaſes favour with the loſs 
of her virtue and her fame. "Tis true, by the taliſ- 
man of his power the Duke can ſatisfy every wiſh 
of my caprice, ſwift as the building of fairy palaces. 
He places the wealth of India upon my toilette : 
he changes deſerts into gardens fair as Paradiſe ; 
bids the rivers of his dukedom ſpring in proud 
curves to heaven; or, exhauſting the marrow of his 
ſubjects in ſhows and fireworks, ſquanders away the 
produce of villages upon a ſingle entertainment. 
But againft a great and fiery heart can he make his 
heart beat great and fiery ? Upon his indigent brain 
can there be impreſſed one ſingle generous feeling? 
In the riot of my ſenſes my heart ſtill is conſcious of 
a void; and little does it boot me to poſſeſs a thou- 
ſand nobler ſentiments, when I have the power alone 


to _— the cravings of voluptuouſneſs and Juſt. 
CATHARINA. 
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CATHARINA. 

[ Looking at her with aſtoniſhment. | 
Though I have been fo long your attendant . . . 
AUGUSTA. 

You underſtand my character to-day for the firſt 
time : Is that what you would ſay ?—Catharina, 
you are right. I have fold my honour to the Prince; 
but my heart ſtill remains at liberty : my heart, 
which perhaps is yet worthy the acceptance of a 
man of honour: my heart, over which the poiſonous 
Scirocco of courts has paſſed, as breath flies over 
mirrors. Believe me, Catharina, long fince had I 
abandoned this deſpicable Sovereign, could my 
pride have borne to ſee another fill my place. 


CATHARINA. 

Ah! lady, how could that heart, of which you 
boaſt ſo highly, ſubmit without ſtruggling t to the 
government of pride ? 

AugusTaA. [Haſtily.] 
Has it not revenged itſelf? Nay, does it not re- 


Woman has but one choice, to obey, or to com- 
mand ; but the greateſt pleaſure of ruling is but a 
miſerable poſſeſſion, ſhould that greater he denied, 


the being ſlave to a man whom ſhe adores ! 
CATHARINA, 


A truth, lady, which [ hear from your lips with 
aſtoniſhment. 


Ab Gus rA. 
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AvcusTA. 


And why aſtoniſhment ? Proves not our childiſh 
mode of governing a ſceptre, that we are only fit 
to move in leading-ſtrings ? Saweſt thou not, Ca- 
tharina, that the fantaſtic wanderings of my caprice 
- - ſaweſt thou not, that my ambitious enthuſiaſm 
ſerved but to huſh the yet wilder wiſhes of my 
boſom ? 5 

CarHA NINA. 

Lady! 

AugGusTA. | Paſſionate. 

Satisfy theſe ! Give me the man who is now the 
object of my thoughts, of my adoration ! Give me 
the man whom I muſt either poſſeſs or die! 
[with ſoftneſs | Let me but read in his eyes that 
he burns with a paſſion like mine; let me but 
hear from his lips that the brilliants in my hair are 
leſs bright, than tears of love on my cheek; 
[with conlemptuous dignity] and I ſpurn at my foot 
the Prince's heart and dukedom, and fly with 
this man to the remoteſt deſert of the world ! 


CATHARINA. 
Regarding her with ſurpriſe. | 
You alarm me, lady! Theſe tranſports . . . . This 


emotion 
| Arcus zA. 
You change colour: Have I betrayed too much? 


On! then let my unreſerved confeſſion purchaſe 
your 
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your ſecrecy. Hear yet more .,... Hear every 
thing wr wo i*2 
CATHARINA. 

[ Drawing back with anxiety. | 
Spare me, lady, ſpare me in pity ! I dare not 


liſten! 
3 


Stay, I command you! Stay, and know ..... 
My union with Roſenberg ..... You and the 
world ſuppoſe it to be ſome court intrigue... . . . 
Tremble not, Catharina... tremble not for me! 
0 It is the work of love. 


Carmi 
Juſt Heavens ! my fuſpicions, then, were true 
AuGusTA. 

They ſuffer me to over-reach them, Catharina.— 
The doting Prince the e Count 
the inſignificant Ingelheim ..... . each would 
ſwear, that this union is the ſureſt wy to preſerve 
me for the Duke, and to rivet the chains of our 
connexion. Fools | 'tis the way to ſeparate us for 
ever, and free me from their ſhameful fetters, which 
never ſhall be reſumed. Bluſh, ye deceived de- 
ceivers ! bluſh to be out-plotted by the cunning of 


a woman! Yourſelves now place me in the arms 


of my beloved: this was my whole aim. Let him 
but be mine; let him but once be mine: Oh! 
then for ever, deteſted ſovereignty, farewell ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE H. 


The Baroneſs Augu, a, Catbarina, Walter luis a 
caſket . 


| WALTER, 

His Highneſs, lady, recommends himſelf by me 
to your remembrance, and begs you to accept 
theſe jewels, as a nuptial gift. They are newly 
arrived from Venice. 


AvucusTA. 
[Opens the caſtet, and flarts back with aſtoniſhment.) 
Man, what price did the duke give for theſe 
brilliants ? 
WALTER. 
[With a gloomy look. | 
They coſt him not a ducat. 
AvGusTa. 
How? — Have you your ſenſes? — They coſt 
him nothing? | Moving haſtily from him.] and he 
darts upon me a look as he would pierce through 
my very ſoul! l.. . Anſwer me inſtantly : What 
paid your Duke for theſe ineſtimable gems? 


| WALTER. | 
' Yeſterday ſeven thoufand children of the land 
departed for America: their produce paid the 


whole. 3 ( 
AUuGusTA. 
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AUGUSTA. 

[Throws the caſket upon the table with looks of 
horror, and paces the apartment with unequal fteps. 
After a pauſe, ſhe returns to Malter. 

How now ?—You weep !—Wherefore thoſe 


tears? | 
WALTER. 


[ Caſts upon her a piercing and expreſſive glance: then 
ſpeaks in a ſolemn voice, while he wipes his eyes, 
and points to the caſket. 

Jewels, precious as thoſe yonder..... Once 
had I two fair ſons. . . . . | His voice fails him, and 
he is unable to repreſs his tears. — They completed 
the ſeven thouſand | 

AvevsTA. | 

[Turning away her face, while ſbe graſps his Band.] 
But went not compelled, Old Man ? But went 

not compelled ? 


1 
| 
| 
4 
q 


| Wat re. 

$ [With a convulſive laugh. | 

I Compelled? . . . . Oh God l... . . No, no; they 
, 


went from pure free will ! —'Tis true, ſome 
daring youths ſtepped forward, and aſked the 


— 


Prince, how dear he ſold his ſubjects by the head? 


i But their inſolence was juſtly puniſhed ! Our be- 
ne cent maſter ordered a regiment to be inſtantly 
WW drawn out on the parade; and the offenders were 
(ſoon ſtretched upon the earth. We heard the re- 


— — D of 
— + % ks © 2 * Y 


port of the muſkets; we ſaw their brains ſcattered 
| E upon 
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upon the ſtones, and the whole army ſhouted, 


« Hence to America!“ 


AvucusrtaA. 


[ Throws herſelf upon the ſofa, alli with agi- 
tation. | © 
God !—God !..... And I heard nothing! 
And I obferved oth] 


WALTER. | 
Aye, noble lady, why were you abſent ? Why 
would you with the Duke to hunt the bear, when 
the fignal was given for departure? Oh! you 
ſhould not have miſled the glorious ſight, when the 
bellowing trumpets told us, it was time to part! 
when orphans followed with ſhrieks their fathers, 
though living, dead to them! when brides were 
ſevered from their bride-grooms' arms by inter- 
poſing ſabres! when, in diſtraction, mothers 
burled their infants upon the points of bayonets ! 
when grey-headed elders rent their locks in de- 
tpair; and at length threw their crutches towards 
America, whither went the dearer props of their 
old age ! Oh! and then the beating of drums! 
and the clangor of trumpets ! and the crics of 
foldiers, who ſhouted around us, that our prayers 

might not reach the ears of the Omniſcient! 


AUGUSTA. 
[ Starting wildly from the ſofa. 


| _ Away with thoſe gems !—They dart hellifh 


flames 
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flames into my boſom. [ Mith ſoftneſs. | Be ſatiſ- 
fied, good old man; your ſons will return: again 
ſhall you claſp your children to your boſom. 


WALTER. 


[ Paſſionately, and with a full heart. | 
That I ſhall, lady: God knows, that I ſhall ! 
When they reached the city gate, they ſtopped, 
and turned towards me. „God be with you, 
father,” ſaid they: © At the day of judgment we 
ſhall meet again!“ ä 


Audus rA. 
[ Traverſing the ſtage haſtily.] 

Horrible !—Monſtrous ! He told me, I had 
dried up the tears of his ſubjects. Dreadfully, 
dreadfully does the light break in upon me ! 
Leave me, old man Tell your maſter..... I 
will myſelf thank him, as he deſerves! | Walter 
is going: Auguſta throws her purſe into his hat.] 


Keep that, for having told me truth. 


| WALTER. 
[ Flinging it with indignation upon the table.] 
Gold? Be it for others; I want it not! [Ex- 
preſſioely.] Lady . . . I had once two ſons ! 
AUGUSTA. | 
[ Looking after bim with amazement. ] 
Follow him, Catharina ; follow him ! Enquire 


his name: he ſhall have his ſons again | | Exit 


E 2 Calla- 
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Catharina.— Auguſta remains buried in thougbt.— 
After a pauſe, Catharina returns.]—Heard I not 
lately, that a town upon the borders has been con- 
ſamed by fire, and near four hundred families re- 
duced to beggary ? 

CarHARINA. 

"Tis hive, lady. Moſt of theſe unfortunates now 
ſerve their creditors like bondſinen, or periſh in the 
depths of the Ducal filver-mines.—But what brings 
this now to your remembrance ? 


Avus. 

Who waits ? [A ſervant enters: ſhe gives him the 
caſket. Carry this to my treaſurer. —'Tis my 
pleaſure, that the contents be fold without delay, 
und the produce divided among the ſufferers by the 
late conflagration. 


CATHARIN A. | 

Conſider, lady; this will be ſhewing a marked 
inſult to the Prince. | 

__ Avevsra. [With dignity.) 

Shall I wear in my ringlets the curſes of his.coun- 
try ?——Obey me! [The ſervant goes out.]— 
Wouldſt thou that the infernal burthen of ſuch 
tears ſhould preſs me to the earth ! No, Catharina. 
Falſe brilliants look better in my hair, than true 
gems, while J know at what price they were pur 


chaſed. 
_ CATHARINA. 

But diamonds of ſach value ! Would not your 
leſs 


A TRAGEDY. 53 


leſs coſtly jewels have anſwered your purpoſe? And 
-avhen the Duke ſhall hear No, lady, no; he 
never can forgive this flight. | 

| AUGUSTA. 

Fooliſh girl! This deed ſhall draw down on 
me more diamonds from Heaven, than ſparkle in 
the diadems of ten kings !—Oh ! and thoſe dia- 
monds will be far more fair and precious ! 


SCENE HI. 
The Baroneſs Auguſta, Catharma. A Servant. 


SERVANT, 
Baron Roſenberg. 


CATHARINA. 
[ Haftening to Augnfta, and ſupporting her.] 

Lady, you faint ! 

_ AvevsrTA. 

He is the firſt Jever dreaded.—I am ill. 
very ill !—Spirit of my Father, ſupport me! [79 
the ſervant.] Speak! How looks he? Scems he 
pleaſed ? Smiles he? What ſaid he? Did he not 


8 Oh! Catharina! My brain whirls round 
with terror! 
CATHARINA. 
I entreat you, lady 


E. 3 SERVANT, 
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SERVANT, 
May the Baron be permitted . . . . . 


AUGUSTA. 
[Pith a faltering voice.] 
His viſit will give me pleaſure. 


[ Exit Servant. 


AUGUSTA. 
Speak, Catharina ! What ſhall I fay to him ? 
How ſhall I receive him ?—He will deſpiſe me for 
my weakneſs! He will think me . . . . . Dreadful 
ſuſpicion !.... . Leave me not, Catharina! Stay, 
oh! ſtay! 
| CATHARINA. 
Collect yourſelf, for God's ſake ! The Baron is 
already here. 


SCENE IV. 


The Baroneſs Auguſta, Catharina, Caſimir. 


CASIMIR, 
[With a ſlight and diſtant bow." 
If Tl interrupt you 
AvgusTA. [ In evident agitation.] 
In nothing of conſequence, my Lord. 


CASIMIR, | 
By my Father's command I viſit you. 
| AvcusTa. 
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AvuGusTA. 
He has obliged me by that command. 


CASIMIR. 
And my buſineſs is to announce to you our ap- 
proaching nuptials—Such is my Father's will, 
AUGUSTA. 
[With a timid and trembling voice.] 
And not your own heart's with ? 


* 
CasIuIR. 


Tis a queſtion, which miniſters and pandars ſel- 
dom think it neceſſary to aſk. 


AvucusTA. 
[ IVith increaſing anxiety, which almoſt ſtiſtes her voice.] 
And have you nothing more to add ? 


CasimiR. | Looking at Catharina.} 
Much, lady, much ! 


[ Augu/ta motions to Catharina to retire. ] 
[ Exit Catharing. 


SCENE v. 


The Baroneſs Auguſta, Caſimir. 


AUGUSTA. 


We are now at liberty. Will you not be ſeated ? 
EA CASIMIR, 
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CASIMIR. 
I ſhall be brief: a few moments will ſuffice for 
all I have to ſay. 
AUGUSTA. 
I am prepared to hear you. 
CASIMIR. 
Lady, I am a man of honour. 


AUGUSTA. 
I cannot doubt it. : 
CASIMIR, 
A gentleman. | ; 
AvUGUsTA. 
None better in Brunſwic. 
| CASIMIR, 
And an officer, 
AvuGusTA. 


Theſe are qualities poſſeſſed in common with 
you by others: Why paſs over in filence thoſe far 
more noble ones peculiar to yourſelf ? | 
CasiMir. | Coldly.] 
They have no concern in the preſent buſineſs. 


 AvevsTaA. 
[Her anxiety ftill increaſing. ] 
And in what light am I to conſider this pre- 
amble ? 
CASIMIR, 
Conſider it to be the prophecy of that to which 
Honour 


A TRAGEDY. 57 


Honour will compel me, ſhould you think proper 
to force my hand, without gaining the conſent of 
my love or judgment. 
AvcvusTaA. 
How, my Lord? What language is this? 
CastmirR. [Keſolutely.] 

The language of my heart, my nobility 

and this ſword. 


„ 


Audus rA. 


That ſword did the Duke give you. 


CASIMIR. | 
That ſword did my country give me through 
the hands of the Duke. God beſtowed on me an 
honeſt heart, and fifty centuries have confirmed my 
claim to nobility. 
| AvuGusTA. 
What the Duke authorizes... .. 


CasimiR. [Sernly and haſtily.) 

Can the Duke wreſt to his purpoſe the acknow- 
ledged laws of humanity ? Can he ſtamp glory 
upon actions, eaſily as he ſtamps his image upon a 
ducat ? No, lady, no! Even himſelf is ſubje& to 
the ſway of Honour; but then he has the power of 
ſealing up her lips with gold. He can throw over 
his crimes a robe of ermine ; he can dazzle obſerv- 
ing eyes with the ſplendour of his diadem ; he can 
A. : 4 I entreat you, lady, mention not the 
Duke again. I ſpeak not now of blaſted proſpects, 
of anceſtors diſhonoured : I ſpeak not of that nice 


honour 
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honour girded on me with my ſword : I ſpeak not 
of the opinion of a miſ-judging deſpicable world : 
All theſe conſiderations I could ſacrifice without 
remorſe !—But firſt convince me, that to gain the 
reward of my ſacrifice would not be a greater pu- 
niſhment, than the ſacriſice itſclf, 


AUGUSTA. 
[ Turni;g from him with an air of reproach and 


forrow.] 


Baron ! . . . . I have not deſerved this treat- 
ment. 
CASIMIR. | Taking her Hand.] 

Forgive me, lady! We are here without wit- 
neſſes: The circumſtance which now unites us 
. . . . unites us now, and never will again. 
juſtiſies me... nay, compels me to reveal to you 
my moſt ſecret feelings. It fills me with amaze- 
ment, lady, that a woman poſſeſſed of ſuch talents 
and ſuch beauty (qualities, which deſerve the ad- 
miration of a man of honour) ſhould throw herſelf 
away upon a Prince, incapable of valuing her for 
any thing but her ſex. How could ſuch a woman 
debaſe herſelf thus abſolutely ...... if ſhe were 
not conſcious that her heart could not bear a man 
of honour's inſpection ? 


AUGUSTA. 
(Rs Ang her head proudly, and regarding him with an 
undaunted air.) 


Proceed, my lord. 1 
| CASIMIR, 
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CASIMIR. 

You call yourſelf a Briton. —Excuſe me, lady.— 
A Briton I never can believe you. The free-born 
daughter of the freeſt nation under the ſun, of a 
nation too proud even to ſubmit to foreign virtue, 
could never bow herſelf to foreign vice. A Briton? 
Oh ! impoſſible Or, if you are one, the veins of 
Britain's daughters are more debaſed and empty, as 


the veins of Britain's ſons are more ſanguine and 
more ſul]. | 


AvugGusTa. | Calm). 

Have you ſtill more to ſay ? I am ready to hear 
it, 

CASIMIR. 

I might ſuppoſe, that your fault was occaſioned 
by female vanity, by ſeduced affections, by awarmth 
of conſtitution, or a natural propenſity to pleaſure. 
Already hath virtue frequently ſurvived the loſs of 
honour : already have many women, who paſſed 
theſe limits with ſhame, regained by their noble 
actions the opinion of the world, and, by uſing their 
power worthily and well, have thrown a blaze of 
glory upon their vileſt failings. But You ..... 
You... . Tell me, lady, whence comes this op- 
preſſion of the people, this oppreſſion which ex- 
iſted not till you came hither ? True, tis the 
Duke's name, which ſanctifies the extortion ; but 
all, lady, all are conſcious, whoſe pride that ex- 
tortion is to feed, —T have no more to ſay, and 
from 
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from what I have already ſaid, you muſt have un- 
derſtood my meaning. Have you now aught to 
anſwer, or may I take my leave ? 

AvuGusTaA, 


[ IVith gentleneſs and dignity.) 

You are the only man, Roſenberg, who has ever 
dared to blame me to my face ; You are the only 
man, to whom would I deign a vindication of my 
conduct, That you reject my hand but raiſes 
you in my opinion : that you accuſe the goodneſs 
of my heart can eaſily obtain my forgiveneſs, fince 
I cannot but belicve this contempt to be affected, 
He who dares outrage a woman, when ſhe needs 
but a ſingle night to effect his ruin, muſt be well 
convinced of the generoſity of her ſoul, ..,... or 
mult be the moſt ſenſeleſs of madmen. That you 
place to my account the ſorrows of the land, may 
God, the All-powerful, the All-wiſe, forgive you, 
when Yourſelf, the Prince, and I ſhall. be ſum- 
moned before his throne ! But in my perſon you 
have dared to outrage England, my own, own En- 
gland! 'Tis my duty and my glory to diſprove the 
inſults which you have caſt upon my native land. 

CasIMIR. | Leaning upon his fword. | 
I wait with impatience for your reply. 
AUGUSTA. 
Tear then thoſe circumſtances, which none ex- 


cept yourſelf has ever known ; . . . . which none 
Fl except 
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except yourſelf ſhall ever know. Rofenberg.. . . 
Jam not that low obſcure adyenturer, which the 
world eſtcems me. My lineage is fuch as I need 
not bluſh to name: I ſhould be proud to ſay that 
my anceſtors were princes, had not my infamy 
made me unworthy of their blood. ——Behold in 
me the daughter of the unhappy Thomas Norfolk; 
of that Norfolk, who fell a victim to his attachment 
for the Qucen of Scots. My father, chamberlain 
to the cruel Elizabeth, was accuſed of maintaining 
a treaſonable correfpondence with France: words 
were miſinterpreted ; letters were forged ; and the 
decree of perjured encmies doomed Norfolk to the 
ſcaffold. His poſſeſſions were confiſcated, and his 
family was baniſhed the kingdom. My mother 
died on the ſame day that her buſband was exe- 
cuted. Myſelf, then ſcarce fourteen, fled with my 
nurſe to Germany. My whole wealth conſiſted in 
4 few jewels of inconſiderable value, and this fa- 
mily-portrait, to part with which no poverty could 
ever induce me: my mother, my unfortunate . 
broken-hearted mother, bound it round my neck 
as ſhe lay upon the bed of death; the kiſſed it, 
and fanctified her preſent with a dear, an eternal 
farewell! | Caſimur becomes thoughtful, and gazes 
upon Auguſta with intereſt and anxiety. She con= 
tinues with increaſing emotion. Without fortune 
or protection enſeebled by ſickneſs, de- 
prived of my name . .. a foreigner, and an or- 
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phan, did I arrive at Hamburgh. All my ſcience 
conſiſted in a ſlight knowledge of French, of em- 
broidery, and of the harp. Theſe accompliſhments 
I poſſeſſed but ſuperficially ; but thoroughly was I 
{killed in feaſting from gold and ſilver, in ſleeping 
under damaſk canopies, in making ten ſervants fly 
at a wink, and receiving the adulation of courtiers 
as a tribute due to me. Four years had I already 
paſſed in tears; with them departed the laſt jewel of 
my little caſket. My nurſe expired ; I was left 
friendleſs and alone—And now was it, that my 
fate conducted your Duke to Hamburgh !|——I 
wandered upon the banks of the Alſter. I gazed 
upon the ſtream, and already began to meaſure in 
fancy, whether theſe waters or my ſorrows were 
the deepeſt. The Duke ſaw me, and I was followed 
to my miſerable home. He diſcovered my abode, 
threw himſelf at my feet, and ſwore that he loved 
me. [Se ſtops for a moment, through exceſs of 
agitation ; then proceeds in a faltering voice. |— 
All the images of my childhood now revived with 
ſeducing ſplendour in my breaſt —Dark as the 
grave, gloomed before me a comfortleſs futurity.— 
My heart burned and panted to beat againſt another 
heart :—I ſank upon the Duke's ! Turning 
away.) Now then condemn me. 
| CASIMIR, 
[ Exceſſively affefted, follows, and detains her.] 
Lady !—Heaven and earth! can I believe my 
| ſenſes ? 
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ſenſes ? What have I done! What a foul have I 
inſulted ! My crime unveils itſelf to my eyes, and 
ſhocks me with its deformity. Curſes on my inhu- 


manity ! It makes me abhor myſelf. ——No, lady, 
no; you never can forgive me ! 
AuGusTA. 
| Returns, having endeavoured to compoſe her agi- 
tation.] 


Hear me yet further. The Prince, *tis true, 
conquered my undefended youth; but the blood 
of the Nortolks ſtill glowed within my veins. : 
Thou, Auguſta,” whiſpered to me in dreams my 
father's ſpirit; Thon, once an high- born Engliſh 
Princeſs, canſt thou deign to be the concubine of 
a German Prince?“ Virtne and fatality ſtill 
combated in -my boſom, when your Duke con- 
ducted me to Brunſwie, and a fcene the moſt re- 
volting was placed before my eyes. The voluptu- 
ouſneſs of the great is an inſatiable hyæna, the 
craving of whoſe appetite demands perpetual vic- 
tims. Dreadfully had ſhe laid this country waſte : 
ſhe had ſeparated the bridegroom and the bride, 
and torn afunder the godlike bonds of marriage. 
Here ſhe had deſtroyed the tranquil happineſs of a 
whole family ; there ſhe had lured into the ſnares 
of luxury a young inexperienced heart. Wherever 
I looked, I ſaw the traces of debauchery ; wherever 
turned me, I heard dying pupils of the ſchool of 
vice groan out their inſtructor's name in blaſphemy 

and 
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and curſes ! Then ſtepped I forth, the champion of 
offended virtue. I placed myſelf between the lamb 
and the tiger, in a moment of dalliance obtained 
from the Duke his princely promiſe, and he chained 
down the power of his nobles in the bonds of law. 
To the facrifice of the humble did I put a final 
ſtop, and my arms became the ſhelter of the help- 
leſs, the innocent, and the poor. 


CasruirR. [| Uneaſy. 
No further, lady ! Oh ! ſpeak no further ! 
| AUGUSTA. 


This melancholy period gave place to another 
yet more melancholy.— The court was thronged 
with the outcaſts of French and Italian luxury. 
The Duke's ſceptre was the play-thing of flattering 
Pariſian harlots, and the people bled and groaned 
under the government of their caprice. Each of 
theſe lived her day ; but none could maintain her 
influence againſt mine: they ſhowed themſelves 
honoured by the Duke's attachment ; I convinced 
him, that the marks of mine did honour to him- 
ſelf: they ſtill bade him remember, that he was 

their ſovereign; I bade him forget, that he was any 
thing but my ſlave. My rivals ſank into obſcurity, 
and I remained the undiſputed miſtreſs of his heart. 
Then did I govern the tyrant's ſceptre, who ſlum- 
bered yoluptuouſly in my embrace: then firſt did 
thy country, Roſenberg, feel the hand of huma- 
nity, 
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nity, and repoſed in confidence on the boſom of 
Auguſta. [ pauſe, during which ſhe gazes upon 
him tenderly.) Oh! that the only man whom I 
wiſh not to miſtake my character, ſhould now com- 
pel me to become a boaſter, and ſcorch my tranquil 
virtues in the blaze of admiration ! Roſenberg ! 
5 in ſilence and unobſerved I have aided the 
poor and the deſpairing; I have burſt open the 
doors of priſons ; I have cancelled warrants for the 
death of innocence. Many a frightful eternity 
upon the galleys have I ſhortened ; many a decree 
which ſeparated body and foul, have I changed to 
milder puniſhments. Into wounds beyond my 
power to heal, I have poured that balſam which at 
leaſt allayed their anguiſh : I have hurled into the 
duſt many a powerful villain ; and often have I, 
with an harlot's tear, preſerved inviolate the chaſ- 
tity of virgins. Ah ! Youth, how ſweet were then 
my feelings! How patiently, how proudly, could 
my heart ſupport the reproaches of my princely 
blood, when a freſh draught taken myſelf from the 
cup of ſhame prevented it from ever reaching the 
lips of Innocence !—And now comes the man, 
whoſe love can alone repay me for all that I have 
ſuffered ; the man, whom perhaps my exhauſted 
deſtiny created as my recompenſe for former ſor- 
rows; the man, whom I already claſp in my dreams, 
burning with loye, with eſteem, with adoration! ..., 

| F CASIMIR, 
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CasrmiR. | Interrupting her. 

Hold, Lady, hold ! You exceed the limits of 
our conference ! You ſhould have cleared yourſelf 
from reproach, and you make me appear the moſi 
abje& of criminals ! Spare me, I beſeech you! 
Spare my heart, which is rent in pieces by con- 
fuſion and remorſe ! 

| AvuGusTa. 

Lou muſt hear me, Caſimir !-muſt hear me 
now, or never. Long did the heroine ſubmit to 
hear your inſults ; now you muſt feel in your turn, 
muſt feel the whole burthen of theſe tears! Mark 
me, Roſenberg ! Should an unfortunate, impetu- 
ouſly, irreſiſtibly attracted towards you, claſp you 
to her boſom full of unutterable inextinguiſhable 
love: Roſenberg! ..... Should this un- 
fortunate, bowed down with the conſciouſneſs of 
ſhame, diſguſted with vicious pleaſures, heroically 
exalted by the inſtigations of virtue, throw herſelf 
thus into your arms ; | Embracing him in an eager 
and ſupplicating manner. |—ſhould ſhe do this, and 
you {till pronounce the freezing word © Honour! 
3 Should ſhe pray, that through you ſhe 
might be ſaved, that through you ſhe might be 
reſtored to heaven! Turning away her 
head, and ſpeaking in an hollow fallering voice. 
Or ſhould ſhe, her prayer refuſed, to eſcape from 
your image liſten to the voice of deſpair, and 
| plunge 
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plunge herſelf into yet more fearful depths of in- 


famy and vice 


Cas1MIrR. [ Breaking from her.] 
No, by Heaven ! This is not to be endured ! 
Lady, I am compelled .... Heaven and earth 


compel me to make the honeſt avowal of my ſen- 
timents and ſituation. 


AucusTA. [| Haſtening from him. 

Oh ! not now ! By all that is holy I entreat you, 
ſpare me in this cruel moment, when the ſtabs of 
a thouſand daggers torture my heart. Be your 
deciſion life or death, now I cannot..... will 
not hear it! 


CAsIuIR. 


Forgive me, beſt of women ! I am compelled 
to diſobey you. What J have to ſay will moderate 
my offence, and be an apologiſt for the injuſtice of 
my former conduct. Lady, I expected 
nay 1 wiſhed to find you deſerving my contempt: 
I came determined to inſult you, and make myſelf 
the object of your hate, Had my purpoſe ſucceeded, 
happy had it been for us both! | He pauſes ; then 
proceeds in a low and ſupplicating voice.] Lady, I 
love !.. . . 1 love a maid of low extraction; Julia 
Munſter is her name, an harper's daughter. ¶ Au- 
gufta turns away pale and trembling. l know into 
what an abyſs I plunge myſelf; but though pru- 
dence bids me conceal my paſſion, honour over- 
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powers its murmurs. I am the criminal ; I firſt 
deſtroyed the golden calm of Julia's innocence ; 
I lulled her heart with immeaſurable hopes, and 
gave it up, like a betrayer, a prey to the wildeft of 
paſſions. You will bid me remember my rank, 
my birth, the anger of my father. . . But I love! 
My hopes become more fervent, as the breach be- 
comes wider between nature and convenience, 
between my reſolution and the prejudice of the 
world. Let me ſee, whether love or intereſt will 
longeſt keep the field ! | Auguſta has now thrown 
herſelf upon the ſofa, and covers her face with both 
Her hands.—Cafimir approaches her, and ſays in a 
. voice, Have you aught to anſwer, Lady ? 


AvcusTA. | 
In à tone of the moſt abſolute dejection. 
Nothing Nothing ..... but that you de- 
ſtroy yourſelf and me and with us yet 4 
third. 
5 CASIMIR, 
A third ? 
AvcusTA. 


Never can you marry Julia ; never can you be 
happy with me. We ſhall be all your father's 
victims. I muſt not hope to poſſeſs the heart of 
an huſband, whom force alone compelled to give 
me his hand. 

| i cr CAs MIR. | 
Compelled, Lady? Compelled to give ?!——He 
was 
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was compelled, and yet he gave it? Lady, Lady! 
Will you accept an hand without an heart ? Will 
you tear a man from a woman, who is the whole 
world of that woman ? Will you tear a woman 
from a man, who is the whole world of that man ? 
Will you do this, you but a moment paſt the ad- 
mirable Engliſh Princeſs ? 


AvuGUSTA. 

I will, becauſe I muſt! [Vill firmneſs. ] My 
paſſions, Roſenberg, yield to my tenderneſs for 
you ; but my honour can do no more. Our union 
is the talk of the whole city. Every eye, every ar- 
row of raillery is bent againſt me. Twere a diſ- 
grace which time could never waſh out, ſhould a 
ſubject of the Prince refuſe my hand ! Appeaſe 
your father, if it is in your power : look to yourſelf, 
ſince my reſolution is taken: both for your ſake 
and my own I muſt let the mine blow up. Ro- 
ſenberg, farewell! Think upon my words, upon 
the words of a diſtracted woman | Exit. 


[Cafinur remains in ſilent terror and aftoniſbment for 
ſome moments ; then recovers himſelf, and ruſhes 
haſtily through the folding doors of the apartment. 
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SCENE VI. 


 Munſter's Houſe. 
Munſter meeting Julia and Elizabeth. 


Muxs TER. 
Aye! aye! Iknew this would be the end of 


at! . 
Jubi. 


[ Haftening to him with anxiety.] 

Of what, Father, of what ? 

MuNSTER. 

My cloak there—Quick, quick ! I muſt to him 
inſtantly—My cloak, I ſay !—Yes, yes! this was 
juſt what I expected ! 

Joria. 

Father, for God's ſake !...... 


ELIZABETH. 


What is the matter, Munſter ? What alarms 


? 
8 MunsTER. 

Matter? What is the matter? Hark, woman 
The tempeſt has broken looſe, and upon you will 
it vent its fury 

ELIZABETH. 
Upon me ? Such is ever your deciſion : what- 


ever happens, I am eyer the cauſe. 
| | MuNnsTER. 
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MoxsrkER. 

You are the cauſe! Lightning and thunder! 
Who is the cauſe, if you are not ?»——This very 
morning when you prattled of this vile ſeducer.... . 
faid I not at the moment, that the conſequence 
1 Oh ! patience! patience! Hark you, Eli- 
zabeth ! Warbeck has revealed your ſecret. 


ELIZABETH, 
But - how know you this ? 


Gracious God ! 
MunsTER. 

How do I know it? — Look yonder ! a ſeryant 

of the Miniſter waits at the houſe-door to conduct 


me to his maſter, 
JoLIA. 


[ Turning pale, and fitting down.) 
Oh! God! Is it poſſible ? 
MuNsTER. 
And you too with that languiſhing air - 
[ Laughs ſpitefully.]—Right ! Right !—To whom- 
ever ſorrow is deſtined the Arch-Fiend ſends a 
handſome daughter. 
ELIZABETH. 
But why fo poſitive that Julia is in queſtion ? 
You may have been recommended to the Duke ; 
he may wiſh to place you in his orcheſtra, _ 
 MuNnsTER. | 
May the ſulphurous rain of Hell conſume thee |! 


Orcheſtra—thou ſerpent ! Aye, where the groans 
F 4 and 


{ 
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and ſighs of Pandars ſhall riſe in ſad uniſon with 
thine! [Throwing himſelf upon a chair.) Oh! 
God in Heaven ! Undone ! Undone ! 


Joris. | 
Father !—Mother !!'—-Oh! I am fo ſick at heart l 


MuxsrER. 
But let me once have the ſeducer in my power! 
„„ Be it in this world, or the next, let me but 


have him in my power ! I will murder him, though 


he had a thouſand lives! I will write my injuries 
upon his ſkin ſo clearly, that the crimſon marks 
ſhall be ſeen on the Day of Reſurrection ! 


ELIZABETH. | 
Aye, aye; curſe, ſtorm, and threaten ! This 
paſſion will affiſt us admirably ! Hear me, God in 
Heaven, hear and protect me! What can be 
done? What counſels ſhall we follow ? Speak, 
Munſter, ſpeak ; this filence diſtracts me 


MyunsTER, 

I will inſtantly to the Miniſter ; I will be the 
firſt to reveal to him the whole affair. As for you, 
who knew the buſineſs before me, you could have 
given me an hint of what was paſſing : the girl 
might yet have been adviſed ! it might ſtill have 
been time to ſave her ! But, No ! Some other em- 
ployment was ſtill found out for me: I was lil 
ſent out of the way, firſt upon one pretence, then 
ppon another. Now take care of your own affairs: 
| manage 
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manage for yourſelf, and drink deep of the cup of 
ſorrow, which your own hands have prepared. My 
reſolution is fixed : I take my daughter on my 
arm, and away with her over the borders. 


SCENE VIL 


Munſter, Elizabeth, Julia. Caſimir. 


CAsIAuIR. 


[ Rufbes in, terrified, and out of breath.] 
Is my father here ? 


JuLia. 
His father ? God Almighty ! 


ELIZABETH. 
The Miniſter here? Oh! then our fate is cer- 


tain ! | 
| 1 


Inu a malicious laugb.] 
God be praiſed ! God be praiſed! Now we ſhall 
have our reward | 


CASIMIR, 
[ Haſtening to Julia, and claſping ber in his arms. | 
Mine thou art, though heaven and hell be 
thrown between us 


J ULIA, 
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JoLta. 
I faint Speak, Caſimir Didſt thou 
not mention a fearful name? . . . Thy father? 
| Cas IIR. 


Be not alarmed: the danger has paſſed over us. 
I have thee again; again haſt thou me! Let me 
recover breath on thy boſom. It was a dreadful 


hour ! 
Joris. 


What was a dreadful hour? Anſwer me, Ca- 
fimir ! You kill me with apprehenſion. What hour 
was that ? 

CASIMIR, 
[ Drawing back gazing upon her earneſtly, and ſpeak- 
| ing in a ſolemn tone. 

An hour, Julia, when a ſtranger's form inter- 
poſed between my heart and thee : when my love 
grew pale before my conſcience : when Julia 
ceaſed to be every thing to Caſimir ! | Julia ſinks 
back upon her chair, and conceals her face. Caſimir 
ſtands before her in filence ; at length he quits her 
ſuddenly, and exclaims in the greateſt agitation, | 
Never, never! Baroneſs, tis impoſſible ; you aſk of 
me too much. Never can I ſacrifice this inno- 
cence to your virtue, No, by the eternal God ! 
never can I recall my oaths, which, loud as the 
thunder of Heaven, ſolicit from this breaking eye 


—Look here, Auguſta! Inhuman father, look here! 
| Shall 
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Shall I deſtroy this angel ? Shall my perfidy make 
an hell of this heavenly boſom ? I will bear her 
before thy throne, Almighty Judge! Thy voice 
ſhall declare if my affection is a crime. | He 
takes her by the hand, and raiſes her from her ſeat. 
She leans upon his boſom.] Take courage, my be- 
loved ! thou haſt conquered : a victor come I back 
trom the moſt dangerous of combats ! 


JoLra. 

No, no, Caſimir, conceal nothing from me. What 
has happened? You named your father! You 
named the Baroneſs !. . . . The ſhivering of Death 
ſeizes my heart !-—They ſay, the will ſoon he a 
bride : Whoſe bride muſt ſhe be ? 


CASIMIR. 
_ [ Falling at her feet.] 


Mine, dear unfortunate ! 


JoLIA. | 

[ After a pauſe, with forced trangullity and a calm 

though faltering voice. | 

So !—That is well Why am I thus terrified ? 
The old man yonder often told me that it would be 
fo But I was obſtinate, and never would believe 
him. [4 ſecond pauſe, after which ſbe throws 
herſelf weeping into Munters arms.] Father, re- 
ceive your child again ! Father, forgive me ! "Twas 
not your daughter's fault, that the dream was fo 


heavenly, and ſo terrible the waking. 
3 MuNSTER. 


2 
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MounsTER. 
Julia, Julia! My daughter! My poor child! 
Curſes upon the ſeducer ! Curſes upon the bawd, 
who threw thee upon his boſom ! 

ELIZABETH. | Weeping. ] 
Daughter, do I deſerve this curſe ? God forgive 
you, Baron ! How has this lamb merited to be 
murdered by you ſo barbarouſly ? | 

Cas iuIn. | Reſolutely.] 

Be not terrified ; dry up your tears. I will 
counteract the Miniſter's ſchemes : I will pierce 
the curtain of his intrigues : I will break through 
theſe iron chains, forged for our torment by the 
injuſtice of prepoſſeſſion. Free as a man ſhould 
be, will I make my choice, and cruſh theſe inſet 


| ſouls with the giant weight of my attachment 


Julia, for one hour farewell.—|[ Going. ] 


JorIA. | Follows him trembling. | 
Stay, oh ! ſtay !—Father ! Mother! He deſerts 
us in this fearful hour ! 
ELIZABETH. 
"The Miniſter will come hither ! He will miſuſe 
us! He will miſuſe our child and yet you can 


think of leaving us, Baron ? 
MunsTER. | Laughs wildly. 

Leaving us? Leaving us ?—What ſhould de- 
tain him? The girl can give him nothing more. 
Yet go he ſhall not! [Graſping Caſimir with one 
band, and Julia with the other.) — ce, young 

Sir! 
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Sir! The way from my houſe paſles over this dam- 
ſel's corſe. If you poſſeſs one ſingle ſpark of ho- 
nour, wait here for the Miniſter : relate to him, 
how you ſeduced her young inexperienced heart; 
excuſe her weakneſs; acknowledge your own vil- 
lainy : . . . . or by that God, who made me! 
[ Throwing Julia in Caſimir's paſſage with violence 
and paſſion.) in my preſence ſhall you cruſh this 
trembling worm, whom love for you bowed down 
to ſhame and infamy ! 


CASIMIR, 
[ Returns, and walks backwards and forwards, ſunk 
in the deepeſt meditation. 

Tis true, the Minifter's power is great. 
paternal authority is an important word; even 
crimes ſhould be reſpected, when concealed in the 
folds of its garment. He may puſh that authority 
far,—Far ?—Yet not ſo far as love can reach. Hear 
me, Julia, thy hand in mine! [ Claſping it firm- 
5.80 ſure as God ſhall viſit me upon the bed 
of death, I ſwear, that the moment which ſeparates 
theſe two hands, rends aſunder the thread which 
binds me to exiſtence ! 

JuLra. ., 

You terrify me !—Look from me !—Your lips 

tremble ; your eye rolls fearfully ! 


CASIMIR, 
No, Julia; thou haſt no cauſe to fear, "Twas 
not 


— —— ——— — — 
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not delirium which prompted the oath : 'twas 
the moſt coſtly preſent of Heaven ; decifion, in 
that valuable moment, when an oppreſſed boſom 
relieves itſelf by ſome great action unheard of till 
then Julia, I love thee! Julia, thou muſt ſtill be 
mine ! Tis reſolved ! And now for my father ! 

| I oing. 


SCENE VIII. 


Munſter, Elizabeth, Julia, Caſimir. Count Roſenberg, 


with Servants. 


Cour. 
So! Here I find him. . . | All Hart in terror, ex- 


cept Caſimir. e 
ASIMIR. 


[ Retiring a few fleps.| 
In the houſe of innocence .. . 


Count. 
| Wherea ſon may learn diſobedience to his father. 


CASIMIR. 
Permit me to 


Counr. [ Interrupting bim.) 
Silence! {To Munter. Are you her 
father? 


Mus rER. 


MunsTER. 
am Munſter, the muſician. 


CounrT. |[ T9 Elizabeth. | 
And you her mother ? 


ELIZABETH. 
Her unfortunate mother. 


CasimirR. [To Munſter.] 
Father, lead Julia to her chamber : ſhe is near 
fainting. 
CounT. | Roughly.) 
Superfluous precautions !—Leave her, I ſay; I 
will rouſe her from this ſtupor. I Julia.] How 


long have you been acquainted with the Mi- 
niſter's ſon? 


Jura. [ With limidity.] 
With the Miniſter's fon I am unacquainted. 
Caſimir has been known to me ſince November. 


CASIMIR. 
And fince that time has adored her ! 


Couxr. [To Julia.] 
Has he given you aſſurances of love ? 


CASIMIR, 
But a few minutes paſt, the moſt ſolemn in the 
preſence of God, | 
Count. | T's his ſon angrily.] 
You were not defired to ſpeak. [To Julia. ] 1 
wait your anſwer, | 


JuLia. 
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Jor1s. | 
He ſwore eternal affection 6 WS. 


Carr, 
And will keep my oath. 
CounT. [Ts Gi Pmir.] 


Your obſervations may be ſpared. [To Julia.] 


0 
* 

= * 

Fa, 


Did you receive his vows ? 


JoLra. 1 th tenderneſs. ] 
I gave him mine in return. 
Casrmrr. | Reſolutely.] 
No more need to be ſaid, my Lord: the agree= 
ment was mutual, and is cloſed irreyocably. 


Couxr. [To Caſimir.] 


Muſt I command your filence ?—[To Julia.] 
And he paid handſomely, no doubt? 


JorLra. 
[After. conſidering for a moment. 1 


Pardon me; I do not underſtand your queſtion. 


CovunrT. 
mm th a ſneering laugh.) 

You do not ? ? Nay, I would only hint, that . . . . as 
every thing has its price, I hope you have heen more 
provident than to beſtow your favours gratis:. 
or perhaps you were generous enough to ſpare him 


the expence, and content yourſelf with ſharing in 
the pleaſure ? How was it? | 


CASIMIR. 
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Cas MIR. [ Purioufly.] 
Hell and confufion ! Did any other dare 


JuL1a. 
. how dearly your affection coſts me 


CASIMIR. 

Father, though 'twere clothed in beggar's weeds, 
honour ſhould teach you reſpect to the. feelings 
of virtue. 

CounT. 

A moſt excellent remark ! The father is bad to 

reſpect his ſon's ſtrumpet ! | 


JorLta. i: OP 
Oh! Heaven and Earth! [ She finks lifeleſs on 
the floor.] 


CasimiR. [ Drawing his fword. 1 
Father, you gave me liſe, and you had a right to 
demand it back from me: but my debt is now diſ- 
charged. [ Replaces his fword in the ſcabbard, 
and points to Julia. Look on that damſel ! There 
lies the bond of filial duty for ever rent in twain ! 


MunsTER. 

0 Il do has flood apart trembling, now comes er forward, 
by turns gnaſhing his teeth in rage, and ſbrinting 
back in terror. 

If your Excellence will permit me to ſay a few 
words, I muſt obſerve to you, that a child is its 
ſather's ſecond ſelf. —Who harts my child hurts 

G me, 
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me, and I never received an infult without return- 
ing it two-fold. Excuſe my freedom. - 

| EL1ZABETH. 


God protect us! Now the old man breaks out! 
[To Munſter. |—Oh ! filence ! filence ! 


| Couxr. 
What, would the Pandar vindicate the Harlot's 
| conduct? Pandar, we ſhall ſpeak together pre- 
1 N | 


| . 

Lou miſtake me, my Lord. My name is Mun- 
| ſter, a name till now uncoupled with that of Pan- 
| dar. Alas! Procuring ſeldom falls to the lot of 
| tradeſmen, ſince their ſi uperiors are ſo ready to ac- 


14 cept the office. 
ELIZABETH. 


= Oh Munter, do not incenſe the Count: re- 
0 ſlect that you deſtroy yarn and us * this inſo- 
|  Caniaer, | 

How ede a ſorry part here, my Lord, and 
theſe witneſſes could well be ſpared at its perform- 
5 ance. Fe to the fervants.] 

MounsrER. 
[ Coming nearer, and with firmneſs. ] 
| Your Excellence governs: this land: through 
= the whole dukedom can you diſpoſe of all things, 
TS as ſuits your own will and pleaſure : but permit 
me 


4 | 
4 % 1 


A TRAGEDY. 83 


me to remark, that here alone you have no power. 
This is my houſe : I have never fhut its door in- 
hoſpitably ; but I ſtill poſſeſs the right to ſhut it 
againſt an unbidden and unwelcome. gueſt : your 
Excellence is the beſt judge, whether you come 
under this deſcription. 


Count, 
[Pale with anger, and approaching Munſter. 
How ? Is it poffible, that you dare 
MounsTER. 


[ Retiring a few fleps.] 

I mean not to offend, but I muſt repeat, that 
this is my houſe, No doubt, your Excellence has 
underſtood my meaning. 

Count. 

Inſolent villain ! In a dungeon ſhall your mean- 
ing be explained. | To bis ſervants.]—Call in 
the officers of juſtice Away! [Some of the at- 
tendants go out.—The Count paces the flage wwith « 
furious air. Shall ſach wretches counterat my 
deſigns ? Shall the bonds which unite the parent 
arid the ſon be ſeparated with impunity ? No, by 
Heaven ] The father ſhall to priſon ; to the houſe 
of correction the mother, and her ſtrumpet daugh- 
ter! Juftice ſhall lend her ſword to my rage ; and 
ſach dreadful ſatisſaction will I take for this inſult, 
that the mere relation of your ſufferings ſhall make 
the heavens ſhake with fear ! Tremble, miſcrearits! 

G 2 in 
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in your blood wilt I flake my hate; the whole 
brood of you will I ſacrifice to my vengeance 
Julia begins to come to herſelf. 


CASIMIR. 
Tee with an intrepid air.] 

Oh! not fo! Fear not, friends ! I am your 
protector, —Be not ſo madly raſh, my Lord ; no 
violence, if you reſpe& yourſelf, There is a cor- 
ner-of my heart, where the name of father was 
never yet heard: Oh ! preſs not into that! 


Cour. 
Silence, unworthy boy! Raiſe not ſtill higher 
the violence of my rage. 


MonsTEes. 

Elizabeth, look to your daughter : I haſten to 
the Duke. I will tell him my ſtory, and he can- 
not refuſe protection to our innocence, Heaven 
ſurely inſpired me with the thought ! Farewell, I 
| hy to the Duke Going.) 

Covuxr. 

Stop the old man! The attendants place them- 
ſelves in Munfter's paſſage : be returns Mul). 
To the Duke, ſay'it thou? Haſt thou forgotten, 
that I am the torrent, over which thou muſt ſpring, | 
or. periſh ? To the Duke, thou fool? Go to him, 
when half dead, half living, thou lieſt in a dun- 
geon buried five fathoms below the earth, where 


3 and ſound were never | Hoes to pierce z 
h where 
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where darkneſs gazes on hell with gloting eyes, 
and the ſoul's perdition lies ſlumbering in the arms 
of deſpair! Then gnaſh thy teeth in anguiſh; 
then rattle with thy chains, and groan out,. Wo 
is me! Oh! I have gone too far! 


SCENE 1X. 
Count Roſenberg, Caſimir, Munſter, Elizabeth, Julia, 
Servants, Officers of Juftice. 
CASsTMIR. 


[Flying to Julia, who utters a loud ſbriek, and re- 
lapſes into inſenſibilily.] 
Julia! Help, for God's ſake ! Terror over- 
powers her frame ! 
[ Munſter puts on his hat and cloak, and prepares to 
follow the Officers Elizabeth throws herſelf on 
her knees before the Count. 


CounT. [To the Officers.] _ 
Arreſt theſe offenders in the Duke's name.— 
Boy, let go the ſiryumpet ! Senſeleſs, or not, ſhe 
muſt from hence ; when once in the houſe of cor- 
rection ſtripes ſhall recall her to her ſenſes, 


ELIZABETH, 
Mercy, my Lord! Oh! Merey |! Mercy! 
G 3 MunsTER, 
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MuNsTER. 


[Snatching Ber from the ground with violence. 
Kneel to God, woman, and not to miſcreants ! 


My fate is decided, and I muſt hence to priſon, 


CovunrT, 
[ Gnaſhing his teeth with fury. | 
To priſon, wretch ? In that your reckoning may 
be falſe. There is ſtill ſufficient room in the gal- 


leys. [To the Officers. ] Muſt I repeat my orders? 


[They approach Julia: Cafimur places himſelf oy 


Ber.] 
CasrmirR. [Drawing Nis favord. | 
Who dares to ſeize my bride ? Let him alone 
preſume to lay his finger on her, whoſe life is al- 
ready forfeit to the axe! [7% the Count.] Be 


merciful to yourſelf, Father ; do not drive me to 


extremities |! | 
ps a CovunrT. 
[To the Officers in a threatening voice.] 

If my orders are not inſtantly obeyed ...... 

——[ They attempt to ſeize Julia. 
CASIMIR, 

Hell and furies ! Back, villains, back ! [ Driv- 
ing them away. |—Father, I ſpeak it to you once 
again: Force me not to commit an action, of 
which we ſhall both repent. ä 


Cour. [To the Oyficers. 
Cowards ! Is this your obedience 7- 
again approach Julia.] 


[ They 


CASIMIR. 
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CASIMIR. 

Then ſince it muſt be fo, Juſtice forgive me 

Hence, hence, I fay ! ¶ Mounding ſome of them.] 
CounT. 
[ Exaſperated to the utmoſt.) 

Let me ſee, whether I too muſt feel your wea- 
pon !—| He ſeizes Julia (who is flull inſenſible), raiſes 
ber up, and delivers ber to an Officer.] 

Cas1Mir, [ Laughing bitterly. | 

Father! Father | Your conduct is a galling ſa- 
tire upon Providence. How little muſt ſhe under- 
ſtand man's nature, when ſhe makes bad ſtateſmen 
of excellent executioners ! 


Count. | To the Officer. 
Away with her! 
| Canis. 
Father, I cannot prevent you from ſending her 
where you will; neither can you prevent your ſon 
from ſharing her misfortunes. Are you ſtill un- 


moved? 
Cour. 


If you ſhare in her ſorrows, you will have but 
your deſerts: if you ſhare in her puniſhment, you 
will make it ſtill more exemplary and amuſing.— 
[To the Qficers.] Away! You know my will. 

[ Caſimir forces Julia from the Officer who holds her, 
ſeizes her with one arm, and with the other points 


his feword at her boſom. | 
| „ C ASIMIR, 
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CasMIR. 
Father, rather than tamely ſee my wife branded 
with infamy, will I plungethis ſword in her boſom, 
Are you ſtill unmoved ? 


Cour. | 
Do it, if the point is ſharp enough. 
| Cami. 


[ Xgfores Julia to the Officer, and caſts a dreadful 
| look towards heaven. | 
Be Thou witneſs, Almighty God, that I have 


leſt no human means untried to ſave her! Now 


then I muſt take my refuge to means infernal.— 
[ To the Count. ] Sir, ſhe is in your power: do with 
ber what you will. But remember, while you bear 
her to puniſhment, I ſhall be relating certain ſe- 

crets to the Duke ; they will teach him by what 
means villains may become miniſters | [ Exit, 


Cour. 
[As if thunder-flrack.] 

How? What ſaid he? Juſt God! Should he 
be ſo mad... IT the Officers. ] Releaſe 
her !—Stay, Caſimir ! Oh ! ſtay, my ſon, my ſon ! 
CExit haftily on one fide, followed by the Officers and 

Attendants, — Munſter and Elizabeth convey away 

Julia (Still fainting) on the other. | 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


ACT 


A TRAGEDY, 39 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. 


Count Roſenberg's. 
Count Roſenberg, Warbeck, 


CounT. 
IT was a dangerous ſituation ! 


WARBECK, 
I always apprehended this event. Oppoſition 
makes enthuſiaſm grow deſperate, but never makes 


of it a proſelyte. 5 
OUNT, 


I had placed my whole reliance upon the ſuc- 
ceſs of this attempt. I made no doubt, but if the 
girl was once rendered infamous, he would be 
obliged in honour to reſign her, 


| WARBECK. 
That idea might have been verified, had your 
precautions for making her infamous been more 


certain of ſucceſs ; but ere you could bring her to 
that 
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that point, you were compelled to abandon your 


deſign. 
| Cob. 


Yet when I reflect coolly..... I thould not 
have ſuffered myſelf to be over-awed, He never 
could be ſerious in his threats! 


WarBtck. .J. 

Do not encourage that perſuaſion. There is no 
folly too groſs to be adopted by deſperate paſſion. 
| You tell me that the Baron has always looked upon 
your government with an eye of diſapprobation : I 
can readily believe it. The principles which he 
brought with him from college, ever ſeemed to me 
ill- calculated for ſhining in our atmoſphere. What 
have the fantaſtic viſions of perſonal nobility and 
generoſity of ſoul to do in a court, where 'tis the 
perfection of wiſdom to be great and little by turns, 
as convenience may direct? The Baron is too 
young, too fiery to take pleaſure in watching the 
{low ſerpentine progreſs of intrigue. That alone 
can give movement to his ambition, which ſeems 
glorious, open, and romantic ! 
Cour. [| Inpatienthy.] 

But how do theſe ſagacious remarks advance our 


affairs? REY 
WARBECK, 


They will point out to your Excellence the ſpot 
where the wound lies ; perhaps they may enable 


you to diſcover its cure. Permit me to proceed. 
Knowing 
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Knowing him to be poſſeſſed of ſuch a character, 
either you ſhould never have made a confident of 
your ſon, or never have ſhewn yourſelf his enemy. 
Perhaps till now no one but the /n has cloſed up 
the lips of the betrayer. Free him entirely from 
the bonds impoſed upon him by the firſt appellation; 
by affaulting his paſſion with repeated ſtorms, con- 
vince him that you are not an affectionate father, 
and that inſtant will the duties of a patriot preſs 
upon him with irreſiſtible violence. He has long 
looked with diſguſt upon the meaſures which 
raiſed you to your preſent dignity ; nay, perhaps, 
unaſſiſted by any other ſentiment, the idea of 
bringing to juſtice a culprit ſo remarkable may have 
charms ſufficient for his romantic mind to extort a 


ſull confeſſion. 


CounT. 
Warbeck | Warbeck ! To what an horrible 
abyſs do you hurry me ! | 


WARBECK. 
Fear not, my Lord; Warbeck ſhall conduct you 
back from it. May I ſpeak without reſtraint ? 


Cour. 
[ Throwmg himſelf into a ſeat. 
Freely, as a tormented fiend to the fiend who 


wails beſide him. 
WARBECK., 


Thus then, ſince you permit it. When you 
ſought the place of Miniſter, you truſted your cauſe 
to 
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to courtly Diſſimulation, and you gained your point: 
to her who has once ſucceeded fo fully, why not 
entruſt the intereſts of the father ? I remember 
a with what ſeeming openneſs you invited your pre- 
deceſſor to a feaſt, and the night was paſſed in all 
the confidence of ſociety: yet on that night was 
the great mine blown up, and the contents of the 
bowl, in which he drank your health, ſent the Kind- 
hearted fool to heaven. Why did you not in this 
affair uſe the ſame circumſpection? Caſimir ſhould. 
neyer have ſeen you in an hoſtile light; he ſhould 
never even have ſuſpected that his attachment was 
revealed to you, You ſhould have begun your 
attack on Julia's fide, and ſtill ſhould have been 
careful to preſerve your ſon's affection, You 
ſhould have played the prudent general, who at- 
tacks not the flower of the hoſtile troops, but cau- 
tiouſly fingles out thoſe ſquadrons on whom his 
onſet is moſt likely to make impreſſion. 


CounT. 
And how ſhould I have managed this ? 


WARBECE. 

In a manner the moſt ſimple; nor is the game 
as yet entirely loſt. Impreſs upon your mind for 
the preſent, that you are a father : meaſure not 
your ſtrength againſt an affection, which oppo- 
ſition only makes more powerful: leave the affair 
to me, and the ſerpent, who now corrodes your 


| . ſhall be — with its own venom. 
Covvr. 


- 
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CounT. 
I am eager to know your meaning. 


WARBECK, 

Either my knowledge of characters is very little, 
or the Baron is not leſs impetuous in jealouſy than 
in love. Make him ſuſpect the damſel's conſtancy: 
whether the charge is probable or not, does not 
much ſignify. One ſpark of ſuſpicion will be 
enough to ſet the whole arſenal of his temper in 


flames. 
Cour. 


But where ſhall we find that ſpark ? 


WARBECK. 

Now then I come to the point : but firſt explaih 
to me, how much depends upon the Baron's com- 
pliance. How far is it of conſequence, that the ro- 
mance with the harper's daughter ſhould come to 
a concluſion, and his union take place with the 
Baroneſs Auguſta ? 

CounrT. 

Can you ſtill aſk me, Warbeck ! You are con- 
ſcious, that my whole influence is loſt ſhould Au- 
guſta's hand be refuſed, and that my life is in 
danger, ſhould I compel my ſon to accept it. 


WARBECK. 
Now then liſten to me. The Baron ſhall be en- 
tangled in the nets of Artifice, and againſt his miſ- 


treſs muſt her whole force be employed. A letter 
| ſhall 
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ſhall be dictated to Julia filled with expreſſions the 
moſt injurious to your ſon, the moſt flattering to 
the perſon to whom it is addreſſed, and be it our 

care to throw it into Caſimir's way. | 


Cour. 
Abſurd propoſal ! She will not be ready to fign 
ber own death-warrant. 


WARBECK. 

She cannot avoid it, if you will let me follow my 
own plan. I know ber gentle heart thoroughly; 
ſhe has but two vulnerable ſides, by which her con- 
ſcience can be attacked : they are her Father and 
tbe Baron. The latter is entirely out of the queſ- 
tion ; conſequently, the more uſe muſt be made 


of Munſter. 
Cour. 


h And that uſe muſt conſiſt in 


WarBEck. 

A meaſure, which I will now explain. From 
what your Excellence ſtates to have paſſed in his 
houſe, it will not be difficult to terrify the father 
with the threats of a criminal-proceſs. Some of 
his expreſſions went far beyond the limits of re- 
ſpect: the perſon of his favourite, and of the 
keeper of the ſeals, is in ſome ſhape the ſhadow of 
the Duke himſelf, and he offends the latfer who 
blemiſhes the former's reputation. I know that 


Munfter is naturally fearful ; though ſpirited up 
awhile 
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awhile by his daughter's ill-treatment, he is in 
truth timidity itſelf, He will eafily credit our af- 
ſertions, tremble at our menaces, and go any lengths 
to avoid the phantom of high-treaſon, | 
3 Cour. 
But recollect, Warbeck; the Baron has my ſe- 
cret ; the affair muſt not become ſerious. 


WARBECK. 

Nor ſhall it. It ſhall be carried no further than 
is neceſſary to frighten Julia into our toils. The 
harper, therefore, muſt be arreſted inſtantly : to 
make the neceſſity yet more urgent, the mother 
alſo thall be conveyed away ; and then much may 
be ſpoken of corporal pain, of eternal impriſon- 
ment, of the galleys, of the ſcaffold, and the rack. 
With a ſcare-crow compoſed of theſe materials, I 
would engage to terrify the poor wretches through 
a needle's eye! The price ſet upon Munſter's 
pardon ſhall be the letter which I mentioned ; 
terror will not permit Julia to examine all the 
conſequences of the ſtep, and this point once ob- 
P 


Count. [ Eagerly.) 
Excellent! Excellent! Now I underſtand you. 
WARBECK. 


Julia loves her father I might fay, even 
to adoration ! The danger threatening his life, or 
6 at 
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at leaſt his freedom... . the reproaches of her 
conſcience for being the cauſe of his misfortunes 


_ - + » . the impoſſibility ever to become the Baron's 


++ +. the confuſion of her brain, which I take 
upon myſelf to diſorder... . . . all theſe conſidera- 
tions make our plan certain of ſucceſs. Julia can- 
not fail to be entangled in our nets. | 
CounT. 
But my ſon ? Will he not inſtantly have the bu- 
ſineſs explained to him? Will it not make him yet 


more deſperate ? 
WARBECK. - 


Be that my care to prevent. The parents ſhall 
not be ſet at liberty, till Julia has taken the moſt 
ſolemn oath to keep the tranſaction ſecret, and 
never to reveal the deceit which we put upon your 


ſon. 
CounT. 


An oath ? Ridiculous! What reſtraint can an 


oath be ? | 
WARBECK: 


None upon us, my Lord, but the moſt binding 
upon people of Julia's ſtamp. Obſerve, how dex- 


terouſly by this meaſure we ſhall both reach the 


goal of our defires. The damſel loſes at once the 


affection of her lover, and her good- name: the 
parents will lower their tone, when they find to 
what a ſituation their haughtineſs has reduced 
them; and weakened by misſortune, and by the 


obloquy 
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obloquy which will be poured upon them from all 
ſides, will think me merciful, when by giving her 
my hand I re-eſtabliſh their daughter's * 


Cour. | 


[Shaking bis head, and failing), 
Artful villain | No devil could ſpin a finer ſnare ! 


The ſcholar excels his maſter, and I confeſs myſelf 
outdone. The queſtion is next, to hom the let- 
ter muſt be addrefled ? Upon whom ſhall we throw 
the ſuſpicion ? 


WAnBECE. 

It muſt be neceſlarily upon ſome one, whoſe 
conſequence is ſufficient to anthorize an infidelity 
to your ſon. | 

Count. 

[ After a moment's reflection. 
What think you of the Marſhal ? 


08 | WaRBECK. | 

The Marſhal Were I Julia Munſter, he would 
not be my choice 6 | 

CovnT. 

And wherefore not? High in rank, coſtly in dreſs, 
lively in manner, breathing perfumes, and accom- 
panying every inſipid ſpeech with a purſe of du- 
cats—ſurely he poſſeſſes qualifications enough to 
overcome the delicacy of a tradeſman's daughter. 
I hall ſend for the Marſhal immediately. 


WARBECK. 
While your Excellence takes carc of him, and 
H of 
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98 | 
of the harper's arreſt, I will home, and N the 
* which Julia muſt tranſcribe. 
ge Cobnr. 
[ Seating himfelf at the table.] 
Do ſo; and when tis finiſhed, bring it hither for 
nn nie bi 7% o7 e 
Couxr. 3 
9 nin riſes — th ble]. 
Who waits there? | 4 ſervant, enters; 1 * 
Count gives him the paper.] Let this arreſt be exe- 
cuted without a moment's delay, and inform Mar- 
ſhal Ingelheim that I have ſomething to impart to 
him of the greateſt conſequence. 10 
SERVANT, 
The Marſhal's carriage has juſt ſtopped at your 
Lordſhip's door. 
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bone. 
Good ! For the arreſt, take ſuch ann 
that no oppoſition can poſſibly be made to it. 


SERVANT. 
1 will take on, = Lord. 
3 Cour. | 
You underſtand me? The buſineſs wt be 
done without the leaſt diſturbance. 
"SERVANT. 
Your Excellence ſhall be obeyed: 


[ Exit Servant. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Count Roſenberg, Marſhal Ingelheim. 


MARSHAL. [Haſtily.] 

I can ſtay with you but one moment, my dear 
ſriend! I am haſtening to the theatre. Will you 
go ? They give this evening for the firſt time the 
moſt brilliant opera ! The name is Dido. — There 
will be the moſt ſuperb conflagration ! A whole 
city burns at once! And you will be at the burn- 
ing, will you not, my dear Count ? 

CovunT. 

Not I, Marſhal. I have a conflagration in my 
own family, which threatens the deſtruction of my 
whole dignity and fortune. Be ſeated, my dear 
Ingelheim. You arrive at the very moment when 
I was moſt anxious to ſee you. You muſt adviſe 
3 nay, you muſt aid me powerfully in 2 
certain buſineſs, the event of which will either ex- 
alt us to the very pinnacle of glory, or leyel all our 
hopes with the ground. 


MARSHAL. 
You alarm me beyond expreſſion. 
Cour. 
As I ſaid before, it muſt either exalt or level us 
| H 2 entirely! 
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entirely ! You know my project reſpecting Caſi- 
mir and the Baroneſs : you are not ignorant, how 
neceſſary is this union to fecure the fortunes of us 
both. Alas ! Marſhal, we muſt abandon all hopes 


ol its completion. My ſon refuſes to accept Au- 


guſta. 
_ Marsnas. 
Refuſes ? Refuſes to accept her ?—But, my 


God ! I have been publiſhing the news through 
the whole town, The union 1s the general topic 
of converſation. 
| Cour. 

Then you muſt contradict all that you have been 

ſaying; for, in ſhort, Caſimir loves another. 
MaRsSHAL. 
Abſurd ! Is that an obſtacle ? 


| CounT. 
With fach an enthuſiaſt the moſt Wc 


ble. Pp ES) 
'MaxsnAL. 
Can he be mad 1 4 to reject ſo 43 en 


a connexion? ? 
| Coby; 
Aſk him the queſtion, and es what he will 


anſwer. 
| nnn 


But, my God! what can he anſwer ? 


CouxmT. 


That hc will diſcover to the world the means, 
| by 
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by which I obtained my preſent ſtation, and you 
ſecured that of which you were already poſſeſſed; 
that he will deliver to the Duke our forgeries and 
falſe receipts, and with his own hands conduct us 
both upon the ſcaffold. That is what he will an- 


ſwer. 
MARSHAL. 


Are you diſtracted? 


CounrT. 

Nay, that is what he has already anſwered. He 

was at one time determined to put his threats in- 

ſtantly into execution; and my moſt abſolute ſub- 

miſſion, and poſitive aſſurances never more to 

mention to him Auguſta's name, could ſcarcely 

perſuade him to abandon his defign. What ſay 
you to this, Marſhal ? 

MarsmaL. 
Your intelligence both ſurpriſes and confounds 
me! Our ſecret in the keeping of ſuch a mad- 


CovunT. 

Yet as the ſacrifice of my plan has prevailed upon 
him to relinquiſh Vis, Caſimir's diſobedience might 
prove of no matcrial conſequence. A new circum- 
ſtance, however, makes it a ſerious affair. Auguſta, 
incenſed at the refuſal, throws herſelf into the arms 
of another; and Baron Gerſtenfield will receive that 


hand which my ſon has rejected. 
H 3 MaR$SHAL. 
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MARSHAL. 
ou drive me diſtracted | Whom did you name? 
Did you ſay, © Gerſtenfield?” Know you not, 
that we are mortal enemies ? Know you not, why 


we are ſo ? 
CounT. 


The firſt word that I ever heard of it. 


MARSHAL. 

You will be aſtoniſhed, when I inform you, at 
the man's atrocity! You muſt remember the famous 
Court-Gala ; it is now juſt nineteen years ago. It 
was the firſt time that Engliſh dances were intro- 
duced, and the hot wax trickled from a luſtre upon 
Count -Alſtein's blue and filver domino. Surely 
you remember the accident ? 

CounrT. | 

So remarkable a nee cannot eafily 1 be 


forgotten. 
Man SHAL, 


In the heat of the dance the Princeſs Amelia 
loſt her garter. Immediately every thing that had 
life was put in motion. Gerſtenfield and myſelf (we 
were then pages of the chamber) ſought through 
the whole ſaloon, and for ſome time without ſuc- 
ceſs. At length I diſcovered the garter: with tranſ- 
port T caught it from the ground! Gerſtenfield 
had ſeen it alſo ! Gerſtenfield flies upon me, forces 
it from me, preſents it to the Princeſs, and obtains 
from 


A TRAGEDY. 103 


from her thoſe thanks which were ſo undoubtedly 
my due. 


CovunrT. 
The impertinent 


_ Marsnar. 

I thought I ſhould have fainted upon the ſpot. 
A more malicious trick was never played within the 
memory of man! At length I recovered myſelf; 
drew near the Princeſs, and ſaid in an inſinuating 
tone, © Gerſtenfield, tis true, was fortunate 
enough to preſent the garter, to your Highneſs ; 
but he who firſt diſcovered that garter, reveals not 
his merits, but rewards himſelf in filence.” 


| Count. 
Admirably ſaid, Marſhal !! The en vous ere- 
dit to your ingenuitꝛ. 
\ a MARSHAL. 
The mean artful flatterer ! But till the Day of 
Judgment will J remember his conduct on that 


evening. 
Cour. 


Vet this very man will marry the Baroneſs, and 
conſequently be ſoon the firſt in power, 
MARSHAL. 
You plunge a dagger in my heart ! Why ſhould 
he marry her? Why he? In Goo's name ! where 


is the neceſſity ? 
Cour. 


There is not an alternative. Caſimir will not ac- 
H 4 cept 


104 THE MINISTER : 


cept her hand, and no party can be found equally 


advantageous, 
MaARs$HAL. 


But is there no means of obtaining your ſon's 
compliance? Let the meaſure be the moſt ſingular, 
the moſt dangerous, the moſt deſperate, there is 
nothing to which I will not readily conſent, rather 
than ſee the hated Gerſtenſield become my ſupe- 
rior. 
Covxr. 

1 know but one means of effecting our aefign 
and the ſucceſs of that reſts entirely with you. 


ms Maxsnar. 
With me ? Name it, my dear Count, name it! ] 
| _ Count. 3 
'You muſt ſeparate Caſimir and his miſtreſs, ol 
MaRsHAL. 
Separate them? In what conſiſts the utility of 
the meaſure, and what have 1 to do with its EXC» 


cution ? 
Count. 


Every thing is ours, can we but make vie cre- 
dit the gurl's inconſtancy. 
MARSHAL. — 
Mean you, that J muſt carry her off? 
| CouNT. 
By no means ; that would only exaſperate my 
ſon. No, no; we muſt perſuade him, that ſhe 


prefers to him fome newer lover. 
| MARSHAL. 
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MARSHAL. 
And that lover 


| CounT. 
Muſt be yourſelf. 


MARSHAL. 
How? Muſt I be her lover ?—ls ſhe noble? 


CounrT. | 
Singular demand ! What matters if ſhe is, or 
not ? No, Marſhal ; ſhe is the daughter of Mun- 


ſter, the muſician. 
MaRSHAL. 


A plebeian ? No, Count, I cannot undertake the 


buſineſs. 
Couxr. 


You cannot undertake it? Ridiculous! Who 
under the ſun, except yourſelf, would ever aſk for 
the genealogy of two roſy cheeks ? 


MaRSHAL. 
But conſider for a moment; a married man, 
my dear Count!—And then wy reputation at court 
will be totally 


| Cech 
In truth forgor that. I beg your pardon, Mar- 
ſhal; I was not aware, that a man of untainted 
character held an higher place in your eſtimation 
than a man of power! Since you prefer reputation 
to influence, I have nothing more to ſay. I bo- 


lieve we had better break up our conference. 
MARSHAL. 
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MARSHAL. 
But be temperate, Count. You did not under- 
land me. Permit me to explain 


Count. [Colaly.] 

Oh! There needs no explanation. You are 
perfectly in the right, and I am myſelf weary of 
the office which I hold, _ Let matters go as they 
will; I ſhall torment myſelf no more about them. 
I with Gerſtenfield ſucceſs in his adminiſtration. 
The world is wide ; to-morrow [ ſhall requeſt my 
diſmiſlion from the Duke, and the wy after ſhall 


quit Brunſwic. > 4 3: 
. 


And what am I to do? You may talk thus at 
your eaſe ! You are a man of learning and abi- 
lities ; you can make your fortune elſewhere. But 
I...... ! My God! What ſhall I be, if his 
Highneſs diſmiſſes me ? | 


Cour. 
A yeſterday s jeſt; a laſt year's faſhion. 
MARSHAL, | 
Dreadful idea | I befeech you . ... . I entreat 
you . . .. Stifle it, my beſt Count, ſtifle it, and I 
conſent to every thing. 
| Cour. 
Will you lend your name to an goed, 
which this Julia Munſter ſhall be n to give 


you 7 4 
eee 
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MaksHAL. 
I will. 


CounT. 
Will you take care to drop a letter which ſhe 
ſhall write, where Cafimir may find it ? 


| MARS HAI. 
Suppoſe I draw it out with my handkerchief 
upon the Parade, and let it fall as if accidentally ? 


| CounT. 
And when the Baron queſtions you, will you 
ſupport the character of a fayoured rival? 


MARSHALL. 
I will ſo contrive, that he ſhall not entertain the 
leaſt doubt upon the ſubject, 


Cour. 

Good! Now you ſpeak like a man of prudence, 
and every thing is as I could wiſh it, The letter 
ſhall be written immediately. Come hither in the 
courſe of the evening to receive it, and I will then 
give you further inſtructions relative to the cha- 
racer which you have engaged to perform. 


MaRSHAL., 

I will be with you the very minute that J have 
paid ſixteen viſits of the higheſt importance. That 
I may return the ſooner, permit me to Icave you 
without ceremony,—{ Going. ] 

CouNT, 
I reckon upon your punctuality, Marſhal, | 
MaRSUAL. 
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| MARSHAL. 
Upon that head you may be perfectly at eaſe. 
[ Exit Marſhal. 
Count, | 


So, ſo, that is well. This fool has been to me 
an admirable inſtrument. I have made him par- 
ticipate in all my crimes, without ſharing with him 


the advantages. In truth the taſk was not difficult; 


for though his wits are not ſharp enough to make 
him an artful knave, his heart 1s corrupted enough 
to calculate him for a malicious villain. 


SCENE III. 


Count Roſenberg, Warbeck. 


| WarBECK. 
[An open letter in his hand.] 

The harper and his wife are ſecure ; they were 
arreſted without the leaſt diſturbance. Will your 
Excellence look over this paper ? 

Corxr. [| Having read it. 

Excellent! Excellent, my dear Secretary! Poi- 
ſon like this would convert Health herſelf into cor- 
rupted leproſy! The Marſhal too has taken the 


bait, and conſents to father our deceit. Now then 
haſten 
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haſten with my propoſals to Munſter, terrify him 
with menaces, ſoothe him with hopes, and then 
try your rhetoric on his daughter, while her terrors 
are ſtill freſh. [ Exeunt on different ſides. 


SCENE. Iv. 


Munſter' s Houſe. 
Julia, Caſimir. 


Juri. 
Deſiſt, I entreat you. Never muſt I expect to 
ſee another day of happineſs. All my hopes are le- 
velled with the ground. 


CASIMIR. 

All mine are exalted to heaven! My father's 
paſſions are rouſed : he will direct his whole artil- 
lery againſt us ; he will force me to become an un- 
natural ſon, I ſhall be no longer reſtrained by 
filial duty. Rage and deſpair will force from me 
the dark ſecret, that my father is an aſſaſſin! The 
fon will deliver the parent into the executioner's 
hand, and neceſſity will make him do a decd with- 
out emotion, the bare mention of which now makes 
him ſhudder at himſelf, Nothing but the greateſt 


dan ger 
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danger can authorize ſuch a ſtep—and in the 
greateſt danger muſt I be, when my love dares to 
take ſuch a giant-ſpring !——Hear me, Julia! 
An idea, vaſt and immeaſurable as my affection, 
_ forces itſelf before my ſoul. —Thou, Julia, and J. 
and Love !—Lies not a whole heaven encom- 
paſſed in this circle? Or doſt thou feel, there is 
fill wanting ſome fourth? 


— 


Joris. | 
Oh! ceaſe ! No more! Already do I tremble, 


fearful of what you wiſh to ſay ! 


CASIMIR, 

If we have no longer a claim upon the world, 
why ſhould we meanly ſeek its approbation ? Why 
tun a hazard, where nothing can be gained, where 
all may beloſt ? Will thine eye ſparkle leſs brightly 
reflected by the Baltic waves, than by the waters of 
the Rhine or Elbe ? Where Julia is permitted to 
love me, there is my native land! Thy footſteps 
will make the wildeſt ſandieſt deſert to me far 
more intereſting than the caſtle of my anceſtors, 
Shall we miſs the pomp of cities ? Be we where 
we may, Julia, a ſun will riſe, a ſun will ſet ; ob- 
jects, compared to which the moſt fplendid labours 
of art look pale and tarniſhed. Though we ſerve 
God no more in his conſecrated churches, yet the 
night ſhall ſpread her ſhadows around, and form 
for us a ſolemn temple : the changing moon ſhall 
3 hear 
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hear our confeſſion, and a glorious congregation of 
ſtars join us in our prayers to the Almighty. Think 
you, our talk of love can ever be exhaufted ? Oh! 
No! Converſation for centurics can be found in 
one of Julia's ſmiles, and till my life is over, never 
will I give her occaſion fora tear. 
Tora. 

Caſimir, was it always thus? Haſt thou never 

acknowledged a duty, fave that of love ? 


CasimiR. [ Embracing her. | 
None, fo ſacred as thy ſafety! None, ſince I firſt 


knew thee ! 
JorLra. 


Then ceaſe, and leave me. J have a father, 
Caſimir, who to-morrow will be fixty years old; 
who poſſeſſes no treaſure ſave one only daughter; 
who, ſhould we fly, muſt undoubtedly fall a victim 
to the Miniſter's vengeance ..... 


CAsfMuIR. [ Interrupting Ber.] 

And who therefore muſt become the companion 
of our flight. Then raiſe no more objections, my 
beloved. I leave you for ſome few hours; I will 
convert my valuables into gold with all diligence, 
and, if poſſible, levy freſh ſums on my father. It is 
lawful to plunder robbers, and his treaſures are the 
price of blood drawn from his countrymen. Mark 
me, Julia! When the clock ſtrikes one, a carriage 
will ſtop at your door; ; Wer * into it, and 
we 54 
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Juri. 

 Pudfucd by your father's curſe ! a curſe, un- 
thinking youth, never mentioned without horror 
even by aſſaſſins; which the mercy of Heaven 
withholds from the very robber upon the rack; 
which will purſue us fugitives from ſea to ſea, un- 
ceaſing and unmerciful ! No, Caſimir, no! If no- 
thing but a erime can preſerve you mines 1 Sill 
have courage to reſign you. 


Canin. [Gloom ] 


Laden! 
JoLIA. 


Reſign you? Oh ! dreadful is the idea ! Dread- 
ful enough to wound the immortal ſpirit, and make = 
pale the glowing cheeks of joy ! Caſimir! To re- 
ſign you !—Yct I cannot reſign what I never have 
poſſeſſed, and your heart was and is the property 
of your ſtation. The attempt to ſecure you mine, 


was theft, was facriſege, and, ſhuddering at myſelt, 
I withdraw my claim. | 


Cas MIA. 

9 away his head, and "wes: bis under bp } 

You withdraw it ! | 

Juris. ban 
Turn not away ! Look upon me, deareſt Roſen- 
W. Gnaſh not your teeth ſo-furiouſly.! Come, 
let my example awaken your ſlumbering virtue; let 
me be the heroine of this moment. 1 will reftore 
to a father his fugitive ſon : I will break a con- 
nection, 
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nection, which divides the bonds by which the ci- 
tizen-world is held together, and which deſtroys 
the eſtabliſhed limits of ſociety, the wiſe diſtine- 
tions of rank, the univerſal and eternal order of the 
creation, Iam the criminal. My boſom nouriſhed 
itſelf with wild and fooliſh wiſhes, but the fault 
has brought with it the puniſhment. I muſt loſe 
you, Caſimir! Ah! Let me at leaſt enjoy the 
ſweet, the flattering idea, that what I feel a miſ- 
fortune was occaſioned by an act of heroiſm : let 
me at leaſt be perſuaded, that I was not compelled 
to reſign you, but wilfully gave you up a ſacrifice 
to my reſpe& for juſtice ! Caſimir, ſhall this laſt 
ſatisfaction be denied me? [Cafimir, flupefied with 
agitation and anger, firikes a few wild chords upon a 
lute, which lies upon the table; then, in a ſudden im- 
pulſe of madneſs, he daſbes the inſtrument upon the 
ground, breaks it in pieces, and burſts out in frantic 
laughter. Roſenberg | — God in Heaven! 
What mean you ?—Be not thus unmanned ; this 
hour requires fortitude ; it is the hour of ſepara- 
tion. You have a heart, my Roſenberg ; 1 know 
it thoroughly : warm as life is your love, and with- 
out limits, like the Omnipotent : beſtow it upon a 
woman, more noble, more worthy, than poor Juliaz 
then need the not envy the moſt fortunate of her 
fex | [Striving to repreſs her tears.] — Me hall 
you ſee no more! Leave the vain forſaken girl to 
bewail her folly and preſumption amidit the lonely 

1 walls 
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walls of a cloiſter, Faſt flow her tears; no one 
will grieve to ſee them flow! Dead are my hopes; 
barren are my proſpects : yet ſhall a ſmile ſome- 
times play upon my cheek, when I gaze upon the 
faded wreath of former pleaſures ! | Giving him her 
trembling hand, while her face is turned away.) Ba- 
ron of Rofenberg ....... farewell ! 


CASIMIR 
[ Recovering from the fin por in which he was plunged, 
ſeizes eagerly the hand which ſbe offers to him.] 
Julia, I fly from Brunſwic ! Do you Do 
you indeed refuſe to follow me? 


Josi. 
[ Concealing her countenance with the other bang, ] 
My duty bids me ſtay, and ſuffer, 


| CAsIxMIRũ. 
[ Franticly, while he throws ber from bim with 
diſdain.] | 
Serpent ! 'tis falſc—Another, a tenderer motive 


chains you here 
Jura. 


[ In a tone of the moſt heartfelt ſorrow. 13 
Encourage that belief: haply it may make our 
parting more ſupportable. 


CaAsiiIR. 

What ? Oppoſe freezing duty againſt fiery love, 
and hope that the deluſion can deceive me? No, 
no,-no ! Hope it not, falſe one. Tis a rival, tis 
| | a rival 
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a rival makes you dread the quitting Brunſwic |! 
But ſhould my ſuſpicions be confirmed 
woe be to thee and him ! [ Exit, 


SCENE V. 


Juri. 

{ She remains for ſome time motionleſs in the ſeat upon 
which ſbe has thrown herſelf, ſeemingly overpower- 
ed and flupefied by the violence of her grief. At 
length ſbe riſes, and comes forward. ſlowly, looking 
round her fear fully. | 
Where can my parents loiter ? My father pro- 

miſed to be abſent but a few minutes; yet full fix 

dreadful hours have paſſed ſince his departure. 

Should any accident... . God | God! What 

would then become of me ? Why does my heart 

beat ſo violently ? [ Here Warbeck enters, and re- 
mains unobſerved in the back ground. | It can mean 
nothing. — "Tis but the terrible deluſion of my 

over-heated blood. When once the ſoul has im- 

bibed into itſelf a portion of terror, the eye beholds 

ſpectres in every object. 


12 SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Julia, Warbeck. 


| WarBECK. 
So ſolitary, damſel ? 
| | Jorra. 
: [ Percerves him, and flarts back in terror.) 
God! Who ſpeaks ?——Ha ! Dreadful ! dread- 
ful ! Some fearful event will ſoon explain the fore- 
bodings of my foul ! [To IYarbeck, with diſdain.] 
Js it the Miniſter you ſeek ? He is no longer here. 
WaRBECK, 


Damſel, I ſought for you. 


* 1 | Jour. | 
I marvel then, that you bent not your courſe to- 
wards the priſon. 
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What ſhould I there ? 
nw Juri. 
Bchold me bleed beneath the beadle's laſh, 
| WaRBECK. | 
Jou wrong me, Julia, if you ſuppoſe ...... 
| Joa. [ Interrupting him.] 

What is your buſineſs with me ? 


WARBECK, 


I come the meſſenger of your father. 
| * Jura. 
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Juira. | Starting. 
My father ! Oh ! Where is my father ? 
WARBECK. 
Whete he would fain not be ! 


JoL1a. 
Quick, quick, for God's ſake! Anſwer me 
Oh!] my foreboding heart! Where is my father? 


WARBECK. 

Since you compel me to ſpeak ...... he is in 

the 1ower. 
JorLia. 
[Throwing a look towards heaven. 

1 ! This new misfortune muſt 
needs fall upon me !—In the Tower, ſaid you ? 
And wherefore in the Tower ? 


WARBECK, 
By the Duke's order 
Jura. 
The Duke's ? 
WarpECK. 


Who thinking his own dignity offended by the 
inſults offered this morning to his Repreſentative, 
Count Roſenberg ....... 

Joris. 
How? How? Oh eternal Omnipotence ! 


WARBECK. 
Has reſolved to inflict upon Munſter the moſt 
exemplary puniſhment. 


te 3 
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JoL1a. 

This was ſtill wanting! This was Oh |! 
Yes, yes; I feel that my heart ſtill loves another 
beſides Caſimir ! This was a cruelty that could not 
eſcape the Count, The Prince's dignity offended ? 

Heavenly Providence! Reſcue, oh! reſcue my 
ſinking faith! [ After a moment's pauſe, ſhe turns 
to Warbeck.| And Caſimir ? 

WaRBECK. 

Muſt chooſe between the Baroneſs's hand and 

his father's curſe and difinheritance, 
Tora, 

Dreadful choice |—Yet is he more. fortunate 
than Julia: he has no father to loſe;., . . yet 
to have no father is to be ſufficiently unfortunate ! 
My father impriſoned for treaſon ? My Caſimir 
doomed to a ſtrumpet's bed, or a parent's execra- 
tion! Excellent! Excellent! Villainy, when fo 
perfect, is ſtill perfection] Perfection? No; ſome- 
thing is ſtill wanting to complete it.— Where is 
my mother ? | 
WARBECK. 

Confined for life in the common priſon. 


JoLIA. 


[ Claſping her hands together, u ith a wild laugh.) 
Now then the meaſure 1 is full Tt i is full, and 


from 
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from ſuturity! I have nothing now to do with it; 
have nothing left to hope, or fear! A dread- 
ful pauſe ; after which ſbe continues with forced tran- 
guillity.] Perhaps you have ſomething more to 
communicate ? Proceed, Sir, proceed. I can ſup- 
port the tidings. 
|  WaARBECK. 
You are already informed of what has happened. 


Jour l. 

Of what has happened, but not of what is yet to 
happen! [ Another pauſe, during which ſhe exa- 
mines Warbeck with a look of pity and contempt. |— 
Wretched man ! You have undertaken a melan- 
choly employment! Its execution can never proſ- 
per with you! To make men miſerable is a ſuffi- 
ciently ſad office; but 'tis an horrible one to in- 
form them that they are ſo! "Tis dreadful to he 
the firſt to ſhriek out the ſcreech-owl's ſong, to 
ſtand by when the bleeding heart trembles upon 
the iron ſhaft of neceſſity, and to hear poor Chriſ- 
tians doubt the exiſtence of a God. Heaven pre- 
ſerve me ! Wert thou paid a ton of gold for every 
anguiſh-tear which thou ſeeſt trickle down the 
cheek of mourners, man, would I not be a wretch 
like thee ! Anſwer me, I charge thee ! What is 
there yet to happen 
WARBECK, 


] know not. 
I 4 Jer. 
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Jot rs.” 

Tou will not know. This light-fhunning em- 
baſſy trembles at the ſound of words, but the 
ſpectre ſhews itſelf in the death- ſilence of your 
countenance. What will be the conſequences of 
my father's arreſt? You ſaid the Duke will inflict 
upon him the moſt enquiry puniſhment. What 
call you exemplary ? | 

WaARBZCK. 
Aſk me no more. 
N -. bt 
Hear me, man! Was not ſome executioner thy 
tutor? Elſe couldſt thou know to rend open the 
palpitating veins, ſo coldly, ſo deliberately, and, by 
healing with pity's halm the wounds of the bleed- 
ing boſom, enable it to exiſt for ſome torture more 
ſevere? What fate awaits my father? Death is in 
what you ſay with a ſmile: then what muſt that 
be which you diſcloſe with ſorrow ? Speak! Co- 
ver me at once with the whole burthen of your 
tidings. Anſwer me, Warbeck ; what has my 
father to apprehend ? 
WARBECK., 
A criminal proceſs. 
| JuL1A. 
And. what is that? I am an ignorant innocent 
girl, and underſtand but little of your fearful terms 
of law. What mean you by a criminal proceſs ? 
WARBECK, 
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WARBECK. 
Judgment upon life, or b the . 
muſt be n the rack 1 | | 
«pea rh 
| That is ſufficient. Ws I thankyou. 2 
TE baftily by a JOIN. 


WaARBECK, [Aarmed.] © 
What means ſhe ? Has ſhe any ſuſpicion ? Con- 


ſuſion ! Surely ſhe will not dare... . I am re- 
ſponſible ſor her actions, and ſhould any accident 
I follow her inſtantly,,——{ As he is going 


* the door, Julia returns, ler veil thrown 
over her arm.] 
JoLta. | 
Your pardon, Sir ; I muſt lock up the houſe. 
WARBECK, 
Whither in ſuch haſte ? 
JoLIA. [ Paſſing bim. 
To the Duke. 
WARB ECK. 
[Alarmed, detains her.] 
How ? Whither ? 
JULIA. 

To the Duke. Canſt thou not hear me ? Even 
to that very Duke, who muſt decide upon my ſa- 
ther's life, or death. Yet I wrong him; 'tis not 
he who muſt decide, but the villains who ſurround 


his throne, The Duke has no ſhare, in the proceſs, 
| ſave 


N 
4 
| 
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fave that he lends to it the ſhadow of his Majeſty 


 infalted, and muſt put his ſeal and ſignature to the 
 death-warrant of a man, of whoſe name and whoſe 


offence himſelf is totally unconſcious. Warbeck, 
I haſten to the Duke! 


Wan BECK. | Lavghing.] 
To the Duke 
JuL1a. 


I know the meaning of that contemptuous 
laugh. You would tell me, that I ſhall find no com- 
paſſion in the Prince. But be it ſo. Though I may 
find in him (God preſerve me!) nathing but diſguſt, 
diſguſt at my complaints, yet will I ta the Duke, 
I have been told that the Great never know what 
miſery is; that they wiſh not to know it, I will 
teach the Duke what miſery is: J will paint to him, 
in all the convulſions of an expiring daughter, what 
miſery is : I will ſhriek to him in tones, that ſhall 
corrupt the marrow in his bones, what miſery is : 
and when, at my deſcription, his hair ſtands briftting 
with terror, will I, to conclude, whiſper in his at- 
frighted ear, that in the hour of death the ſinews of 
theſe earthly gods ſhall ſhrivel and ſhrink, and till 
the Day of Judgmment the bones of beggars and 
kings ſhall lie rotting in one common grave. Now 


will Ito the Duke. —ſ Going.] 


WarBeck, [ Malicionſly.] 
By all means to the Duke You can do nothing 
| | more 
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more prudent, and I adviſe you heartily to the ſtep, 
Let me not detain you. Only go, and I give you 
my word, that the Duke will grant your ſuit, and 
ſpare the life of your father. 

Juria. [Stopping ſuddenly.) 

How ſaid you? Did you adviſe the ſtep? | Re- 
turns haſtily.| What am I about to do? Something 
dreadful ſurely, when this man approves it. How 
know you that the Prince will grant my ſuit ? 


Wan ECE. 
Becauſe he will not grant it unrewarded. 


JoLia. 
Not unrewarded ? And at what price will he rate 
his humanity ? 

WaRBECK. 

He will think himſelf amply paid by the favours 
of the fair ſuppliant. 

Juri. 
[ With a vacant ſtare.] 

Almighty God ! 

WARBECK. 

And I truſt, that you will not think your father's 
life oyer-valued, when tis purchaſed at ſo honour- 
able a price. 7 5 

Jura. [Li deſpair. ] 

True, true, oh! true! Truth may attack the 
Great in vain, entrenched behind their own vices, 
ſafely as behind the ſwords of Cherubims. The 

Almighty 
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Almighty protect you, Father! Your child would 
ſacrifice her life to ſave you, but cannot ſacrifice 


her virtue. Throws her veil upon the table. 


WaARBECK. 
This will be ſorry news for the poor deſolate old 
man.— My Julia,” did he ſay, © has thrown me 
Ao the ground; my Julia will again raiſe me from 
it.” He was deceived ! Farewell, damſel ; I haſten 
to him with your anſwer. Going. 


Jura, 

Stay, ſtay ; one moment's patience. How nim- 
ble is this Satan, when the point is to drive a wretch 
diſtracted! I have thrown him to the ground? 
I muſt again raiſe him from it?“ Speak to me! 
Counſel me! What muſt I, what ought I to do ? 


WaARBECK. 
There is but one means of ſaving him. 
Jus IX. 
What is that means? 
WARBECK, 
Your father approves of it. 
Jo rr. 
D my fatber? Oh! Name a: means. 


Wannprck. 
It is eaſy for you to execute. 
Julia. 
I know nothing difficult but the taſk of incurring 


guilt 


WARBECK. 


WARBECK. 
Suppoſe you promiſed to break off your con- 
nection with the Baron? 


JuLra. 

To releaſe him from his engagements is already 
done. To releaſe him from his love for me lies 
not in my power. 

WARBECK. 

You miſtake me, charming Julia. Caſimir him- 
ſelf muſt refign you willingly, and be the firſt to 
diſſolve the bonds which now unite you. 


JurL1a. 
That will he never do. Oh! I know Caſimir's 
heart too well to doubt its conſtaney ! 


: WARBECK. 

So it appears : but we have recourſe to you, be- 
cauſe nothing but your power can annihilate that 
_ paſſion, which nothing but your power has in- 
ſpired. 

JuLia. 
I cannot compel him not to loye me, 
WARBECK. 
That muſt we try. Be ſeated. . 
Juri. [ Drawing back.] 
Man ! What is brooding in thy artful brain ? 
WARBECK. 


Be ſeated, I repeat. Here are the implements 


for 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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for writing : there are paper, pens, and ink upon 
the table. Write what I ſhall dictate to you. 
Jura. 
[Sitting down with uneaſineſs. | 
What muſt 1 write ? To whom muſt I write ? 


I WARKBECK. 
To your father's executioner. 


Juri. 
Fiend! Fiend ! How well thou knoweſt how 
to torture ſouls to thy purpoſe ! [Takes a pen.] 


WARBECK. 
[ Takes out a paper, from which be reads. 
« My dear Lord, | Julia writes with a trembling 
& Hand.] Since I laſt beheld you, three days, three 
ce inſupportable days have already paſs'd—already 
e paſs'd. How your abſence mult have grieved me, 
« yourſelf may eaſily conjecture—” 


Joris. 


[ Stops, and lays down her pen. | 
To whom is the letter ? 


WARBECK. 
To your father's executioner. 


2 Jura. 
Oh'! my God ! 
 WarBECK. 


Vet noone is in fault but Roſenberg—but Ro- 
| « ſenberg— 
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ſenberg uo (ſore againſt my will, believe me) 
watches me with all the vigilance of an Argus.“ 


Jura. 
r Starting from her ſeat.] 
Villainy ! Villainy paſt 1 To whom is 


the letter? 
W. 


To your father's executioner. 


Jura. 
[Irin ing her hands. 

No, no, no! This is tyrannical ! Oh! Heaven, 
if mortals provoke thee, puniſh them like mortals ; 
but wherefore muſt I be placed between two preci- 
pices? Wherefore am I hurled by turns from 
death to infamy, from infamy to death ? Where- 
fore is my neck made the foot-ſtool of this blood- 
ſucking fiend ? No, Warbeck ; do what thou wilt, 
| write not that! 

_ Warreck. 
[ As on the point of leaving ber.] 

As you pleaſe, my fair-one. It reſts entirely 
with your own pleaſure. 


Joria. 

Pleaſure, ſay'(t thou? With my own pleaſure ? 
Go, Barbarian ! Suſpend ſome wretch over the 
abyſs of hell, blaſpheme the Almighty, urge the 
trembler to abjure his God, and then tell him, “ It 
reſts with his own pleaſure !”” Oh ! Thou knoweſt 


but 
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but too well that no chains can bind hearts ſo firm- 
ly as the bonds of nature ! Proceed, Sir, proceed. 
Nou every thing is become indifferent. I am 
reſolved. Dictate, and I write ; I will refle& on 
nothing more. Artifices of hell, I yield to ye !— 


[She reſumes her ſeat at the table.] 


WARBECK, 
« With all the vigilance of an * Have 


you written it? 
Juli. 


Proceed, proceed! 


WARBECK. 
« The Miniſter was here yeſterday : It was ri- 
cc diculous beyond idea to obſerve how warm the 
«© Baron was in defence of my honour.” 


Jura. 
Excellent! Excellent! Oh! Admirable ! Quick, 


quick, go on | 
8 


« I was obliged to counterfeit a ſwoon, that | 


might not betray myſelf by laughing.” 


Jura, 
* Juſt Heaven! 
WAR BECK. 
*© But the maſk of affection which I have worn 
« ſa long, at length becomes inſupportable—in- 


« fupportable,—In ſhort, I ſhall ſeize the firſt op- 
. portunity to rid myſelf of this importunate lover.” 


JuLia. 
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Jura. 

[ Riſes, and walks a few turns with her head bent 
down, as if ſbe ſought ſomething upon the floor: 
then returns to her place, and continues to write.] 
“This importunate lover.“ 

WARBECK. 
„With your affiſtance this will be no difficult 

« taſk. He is on duty to-morrow. As ſoon as 

© he leaves me, I ſhall fly to the uſual place.” Have 

you written “ the uſual place?“ 


JuL1a. 
Every thing, every thing ! 
WARBECK. | 
« There you may depend upon finding your 
« fond, your impatient Julia!“ 


Joris. 
| Now then the addreſs, 


WARBECK. 
* To Marſhal Ingelheim.“ 


JuLlia. 

Eternal Providence ! A name as foreign to my 
ears, as theſe ſcandalous lines to my heart! [She 
riſes, and for ſome moments ſurveys the writing with a 
vacant gaze. At length ſhe gives it to Warbeck, 
ſpeaking in a voice trembling and exhauſted.) Take 
it, Sir ! What I now put into your hands is my 
good name ..... is Caſimir. .. .. is the only 
blefling of my life! You have it, and I am a beggar. 
K WARBECK, 
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WARBECK. 

Ob! Not ſo! Deſpair not, lovely Julia. You 
intereſt me beyond expreſſion ; you inſpire me 
with the moſt heart-felt pity ! Perhaps..... . Who 
can anſwer for what may happen? Perhaps I may 
ſtill be induced to overlook certain parts of your 
conduct. Amiable unfortunate girl, how com- 
paſſionate your ſorrows | 


Joi. 
[Gly him a piercing look.] 
Do not explain yourſelf ! You are on the point 
of aſking ſomewhat dangerous. 


WARBECE. 
[Attempting to kiſs her hand. 
What if I aſked this little hand? [She draws it 
back with diſdain. How, Julia? 


Joria. 
[Vith vehemence, but with firmneſs.] 

Were to give it you, it ſhould plant a dagger 
in your heart on the bridal night: for ſuch a deed 
I could expire upon the rack with pleaſure ! ¶ Har- 
beck ftarts alarmed and aftoniſhed at the violence of 
her manner: Julia continues in a milder tone. ] Is 
there yet more to be 8 Sir; or may the perſe- 
cuted dove fly away ? 


WARBECK, 
A trifle vet remains, damſel. Lou muſt with 
me to the Carmelite Monaſtery; there you muſt 
| | take 
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take the moſt ſolemn oath to acknowledge this 
letter for your free and voluntary act, and that you 
never will diſcover the means by which it was forced 
from you. 

JuLta. 

God! God! Thine own ſacrament muſt affix 
the ſeals which confirm the bonds of devils !— 
Well, be it ſo. [She covers ber face with her veil.] 
Warbeck, lead on ; I follow you ! [ Exeunt. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. 
Count Roſenberg's. 
Caſimir, meeting a Servant. 


| CASsIMIR. 
An open letter in his hand.] 


Is the Marſhal here ? 


Ks SERVANT. 
My Lord, I was ſeeking you: the Count deſires 


CASIMIR. 
Hell and confuſion ! I aſk, is the Marſhal here? 


SERVANT. 
He is: but his Highneſs the Prince has juſt ſent 


for him. 


CASIMIR. 
Though his Highneſs the Prince of Hell had 
ſent for him, I would ſpeak with him firſt. Bid 
him come hither ! Hence ! [ Exit Servant. 


RN SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
CASIMIR, 
[ Gazing upon the letter.] 

It is not poſſible ! No !—It is not poſſible. 
A form ſo heavenly cannot hide ſo fiend-like an 
heart —And yet and yet...» + Oh ! 'tis 
evident! Though angels ſhould deſcend on earth 
to vouch for her innocence... ....! Though the 


Creator and the creature ſhould unite their voices 
to vouch for her innocence.......! Yes, yes, 
the caſe is plain.— It is her hand, ——Treachery, 
monſtrous infernal treachery, ſuch as before huma- 
nity never witneſſed ! Therefore was it, that ſhe 
refuſed fo reſolutely to ſhare my flight: therefore 
was it.. . . Oh! God! Now I awake from my 
dream ; now the veil is rent, which obſcured my 
cye-ſight...... Therefore was it, that with ſuch 
ſeeming heroiſm ſhe gave up her claims on my af- 
ſection. A moment longer, and I had credited the 
heavenly deceit ! | He traverſes the chamber haſtily; 
then flops for ſome moments in meditation. To 


dive ſo well into my every ſentiment!—To re- echo 
every daring wiſh, every ſcarce-heard timorous 
emotion, every impetuous fiery throb !—To un- 
derſtand the feelings of my ſoul, exprefled by ſome 

K 3 momen- 
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momentary tone, moſt fine, moſt indeſeribable 
To count with me tear for tear !—To follow me 
to the ſteepeſt precipice of the paſſions !—To look 
down with me unterrified upon the moſt dangerous 
abyſs of ruin God! God! And this was all gri- 
mace ! Grimace ? Oh ! If Falſehood can aſſume fo 
lovely an appearance of Truth, how comes it, that 
no devil has lied himſelf back into heaven ? 

When I pointed out to her the dangers which 
menaced our affection, with what convincing arti- 
fice did the falſe-one's colour change ! With what 
commanding dignity did ſhe diſprove my father's 
licentious ſcoffs; yet in that very moment the 
woman knew that ſhe was guilty! Nay, did ſhe 
not herſelf hold out the fiery proof of truth ? For- 
ſooth, the hypocrite fainted ! What muſt now be 
thy language, Senſibility, fince coquettes have learnt 
to faint ? How wilt thou now clear thyſelf, Inno- 
cence, ſince ſtrumpets have learnt to faint ? 

She knows what ſhe has made of me : ſhe knows 
my very heart ! My ſoul ſhone conſpicuous in my 
eyes at the bluſh of her firſt kiſs. And then did 
ſhe feel nothing? Perhaps, only felt the triumph 
of her arts! When my fortunate delirium fan- 
cied that in her I embraced a whole heaven ; 
when my wilder wiſhes were filent; when no 
thought was preſenf to my mind but eternity and 
the damſel; God! Did ſhe then feel nothing? 

| | Nothing, 
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Nothing, but that her artifice had ſucceeded ? No- 
thing, but that her charms were flattered ? Death 
and vengeance ! Nothing, but that I was betrayed? 


SCENE III. 
Caſimir, Marſhal, Ingelheim. 


MaRrsHaArl. | Entering gaily. | 
I am told, my dear Baron, that you wiſh...... 


CASIMIR. | 
To ſend you to another world. [ 4fde.] True, 
Marſhal, I ſent for you. I have this letter to reſtore 
to you; you dropped it on the Parade, [ With a 
malicious ſmile. | and my good ſtars ordained, that 7 


ſhould find it. 
MARSHAL. 


That you ſhould...... ? 


CASIMIR. 
Oh ! It was the moſt fortunate accident !—As 
I happened to know the hand, I made bold to exa- 
mine the contents. 
MaRrSHAL. 
You alarm me, Baron ! Did you really........ 


Casimir. | Giving him the letter.] 
Read it, read it! ¶ Turning from him] Though 
| F the 
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the lover is diſcarded, the Pandar may till be of 
uſe. ¶ While 1he Marſhal reads, Cafimir draws his 
Piſtols from bis girdle.) 

MarsHAL. 
[ Throws the letier upon the table, and prepares to 


leave the room. 


Confuſion ! 


CASIMIR. 
[ Detaiung him by the arm.] 

Patience, my dear Marſhal ! The intelligence 
contained in that letter was doubtleſs agreeable, 
and the finder muſt have his reward. 1 ing him 
the piftols.] 

Marsnar. [Mlarmed.] 

Have you your ſenſes, Baron ? 


CASIMIR, 
[In a terrible voice.] 
More. than ſufficient to rid the world of ſuch a 
vretch as thou art — Take it, I ſay ! | He forces a 
piſtol into the Marſhal's hand, and then draws out his 
handkerchief. |—And next hold the end of this nap- 
kin ; it was embroidered, and given to me by the 
unn, l 

ManxsRAL. 

What, fire over the handkerchief? Baron, are 


you mad? What mean you? 
CASIMIR, 
Take it, I ſay; elſe you will miſs me, coward. 
How the coward trembles ! Coward, before the 


moon 
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moon riſes, you ſhall be before the throne of God. 
—|[ The Marſhal throws away the piſtol, and falls 
upon his knees. ]—Softly | Softly ! Fear not but 
your ſoul ſhall be prayed for. | Snatching him vio- 
lently from the ground, and bolting the door.] 


__ Mansmar, 
You will not fight in the chamber ? 


| CASIMIR. 
Oh ! "Twill be excellent here ! The report will 
be louder, and for the firſt time you will make ſome 
noiſe in the world. Take your piſtol, 


MARSHAL. 
Yet conſider, young man, conſider, what hopes, 
what proſpects you ſacrifice ! 


| CASIMIR. 
Take up your piſtol, I fay ! I have nothing more 
to do in this world. 
 MarsnaAL. 
But I have much, Caſimir, but I have much. 


CASIMIR. 

Thou, wretch, thou? What haſt thou to do, but to 
fill up a void, when men are ſcarce? To become in 
one moment ſeven times long, and ſeven times ſhort, 
like the butterfly when it writhes upon a needle ? 
To be the flatterer of a Prince's vices, and the whet- 
ſtone upon which he ſharpens his wit? Well, well, 
tis better ſo: I muſt to hell, and thou ſhalt with 
me to furniſh me ſport. Thou ſhalt dance to the 

| howling 


138 THE MINISTER: 


howling of the damned, ſhalt bow, and cringe, and 
flatter the fiends, and amuſe with your courtly arts 
the eternally deſpairing! 
MarsnaAL. 
Oh ! Spare me, ſpare me ! Away with the piſ- 
tols, for God's ſake ! 
CASIMIR. | 
How he ſtands there, the trembling ſon of ſor- 
row! Stands there to the reproach of the laſt Crea- 
tion Day. He looks, as if ſome bad artiſt had co- 
picd him from the Almighty's original. And with 
ſuch a being to ſhare her heart ! Monſtrous ! Un- 
accountable! To ſhare it with a wretch, better 
formed to be an antidote to pleaſure, than to excite 
_ defire and Juſt ! 
MARSsHAL. 


Praiſed be Heaven] He grows calm. 


CASIMIR. 

No; he ſhall live. That toleration which ſpares 
the caterpillar ſhall alſo be of benefit to him. We 
look at the reptile, ſhake our heads in contempt, 
perhaps admire the wiſe diſpoſition of God, who 
can feed his creatures with the very refuſe of the 
ground; who prepares the raven's meal at the gib- 
bet, and the courtier's in the filth of majeſty. Then 
do we wonder at the policy and juſtice of Provi- 
dence, which even in the world of ſpirits rewards 
the adder and the blind-worm for the exportation 

E of 
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of their poiſon, | Relapſing into rage.) But upon 
my roſe this inſect ſhall not creep; ſooner will [ 
cruſh it into atoms, thus, and thus, and thus again. 
[ Daſbing him upon the ground. | 
MarsHAL. 

Oh! Gracious God! How ſhall I eſcape from 

this maniac ? 
| CAs MIX. 


Villain! If ſhe is no longer chaſte ... . Vil- 
lain ! If thou didſt riot, where J adored ! | Madly.] 
If thou wert a libertine, where I fancied myſelf a 
god! [Stopping ſuddenly ; then continuing in a ſo- 
lemn terrible voice.] It were better for thee, villain, 
to fly to hell, than meet my wrath in heaven ! 
How far is the girl thine? Anſwer me inſtantly. 


Maxsnar. 
Let me go! I will confeſs every thing. 


CASIMIR. 

Oh !. It muſt ſeem more rapturous even to be her 
licentious paramour, than to burn with the pureſt 
fondeſt enthuſiaſm for any other maid ! She has 
charms that can reduce the value of the foul, and 
cqualize the tranſports of virtue and voluptuouſ- 
neſs? | Putling his pijlol to the Marſba[l's breaſt] 
How far is your connection advanced ? Anſwer 
me, or I fire this moment ! 


MarsnHaAL. 
There is nothing in the affair! There is no word 
of 


lenily.] 
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of truth in the whole buſineſs. We have deceived 
you from the very beginning, and the Miniſter 
himſelf ....... 
Casrir. [| Furiouſly.] 
You have deceived me, wretch ! I know it well, 
and muſt I be remembered of it ? Anſwer my 


_ queſtion without delay. How far is your connec- 


tion with the girl advanced ? You are dead, un- 
leſs you confeſs the truth. 


MarsHAL. | 
You miſtake my words ! Only liſten, To break 


off her connection with you, her father 


| CASIMIR, | 
Threw his daughter into your arms? Why, what 
careI? Anſwer me directly to my queſtion, or I 
murder you. How far is your connection advanced? 
Tell me! Tell me! Tell me! | Shaking bim vio- 


o 


MarsnaArt. 


Jou rave! You will not hear me! I never ſpoke 


to her ! I never ſaw her ! I know her not ! 


Casimir. [Drawing back.] 
Thou haſt never ſpoken to her ? Thou haſt ne- 
ver ſeen her? Thou knoweſt her not? Julia is-loſt 


for ever for thy ſake, and thrice in one breath haſt 
thou denied her? [Opening the door with diſdain. | 


Go, wretch, go; powder were thrown away on 


miſereants like thee. [ Exit Marſhal. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


* 


CASILIMIR. 


[4 long filence, during which his countenance declares 
him to be agitated by ſome dreadful idea. 


For ever loſt? Yes, falſe unfortunate, loſt are 
we both! Aye, by the Almighty God! If I am loſt, 
thou art ſo alſo. Judge of the world, aſk not the 
damſel from me! The damſel is mine. I ex- 
changed your whole world for the damſel; I re- 
nounced your whole excellent creation. Leave me 
the damſel, Judge of the world! Millions of ſouls 
ſigh after thee; turn on them the eye of thy mercy: 
Judge of the world, abandon me to myſelf ! [ Claſp- 
ing his hands with paſſion.) Can the Great, the All- 
powerful Creator be avaritious of one miſerable ſoul, 
and that ſoul the worſt in his creation ? The dam- 
ſel is mine! The damſel belongs to me ! to me, 
who was once her god; to me, who am now her 
devil! [A pauſe: he fixes his eyes upon a point 
with terrible expreſſion.] An eternity paſſed with her 
upon the rack of everlaſting perdition Her melt- 
ing eye-balls rooted on mine ! Our blazing ringlets 
entwined together! Our ſhrieks of agony diſſolv- 
ing into one !—And then to repeat to her the 
proofs of my affection ! And then to remember her 
of her broken oaths !—God ! God! The union is 
| dreadful, 
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dreadful ..... « . but eternal! Ruſhing from the 
apartment. Count Roſenberg meets him.] 


SCENE V. 
Caſimir, Count Roſenberg. 


CasrMs. R back.] 
Ha! My Father 
Cour. 
Caſimir, I ſought you. My bafines, I think, 
will not diſpleaſe you, though probably it will ex- 
cite no ſmall ſurpriſe. Shall we be ſeated ? 


| CAsixIR. 
[ After gazing upon him for ſome time with a vacant 


are.] 
My Father! [Going to him with emotion, and 


taking his hand. | My Father ! | Ki ſing it, and fall- 


ug at his "cv |—Oh ! My F ather | ! 


Count. 1 
What is the matter? Riſe, my ſon. Your hand 
burns, and trembles ! | 
CASIMIR, |. 
1 [Iiib eager phrenſy.] 
8 my ingratitude, Father! I am a man, 


whom God has abandoned. I have ill repaid your 
| kindneſs, 
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kindneſs, Your meaning was ſo truly good, fo 
truly paternal ! Oh ! You have a prophetic foul ! 
Now it is too late. Pardon ! Pardon ! Bleſs me, 
beſt of fathers, bleſs me for the laſt time ! 

Couxr. | Feiguing aſtoniſhment. 

Riſe, Caſimir. Recollect, that your words to 
me are riddles, 

| CASIMIR. 

This Julia my Father Oh ! You under- 
ſtand mankind ! Your anger was ſo juſt, ſo noble, 
ſo truly the zeal of a father | Had not the warmth 
of your wiſh to ſave me made you miflake the 


road to my heart, I muſt have been undeceived. 
This Julia! ! This Julia. WL 


Cor. 

Spare me, dear youth ! You torture me by theſe 

complaints. I curſe my ſeverity : I load myſelf 

with reproaches. I am now come to appeaſe, and 
entreat you to forgive my cruelty, 


CASIMIR, 

To appeaſe me, Father? Rather ſay, to curſe me. 
Your inflexibility was wiſdom ; your ſeverity was 
heavenly mercy, This Julia, my Father. 

| CounT. 

Is a lovely, an admirable girl! I recall my too 
raſh ſuſpicions. She has effaced all my prejudices, 
and won my entire approbation. 

| CASIMIR, 
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Casiuix. [Starting up.] 

How, Father? Your approbation ? Has ſhe won 
yours too? And is it not fo, Father ? Is ſhe not a 
creature, enchanting as innocence itſelf? And it is 
ſo natural to love this woman! 


Cour. 
Say rather, twere a crime not to love her. 


CaAsIuIũ. 


Oh! monſtrous! "Tis not to be believed ! And 
you, who know ſo well what paſſes in the heart! 
And you, who ſaw her faults with the eyes of 
hatred ! Has ſhe won your approbation, Father ? 
Yours alſo ? Oh! Hypocriſy ! Hypocriſy without 
example ! 'This Julia, „ 

| | Count. 


Is . to be my daughter. Her virtues ſhall 
ſupply the want of anceſtry; her beauty the want 
of fortune. My. reaſons yield to the violence of 
your attachment. Caſimir, be Julia 2 


Cas IIR. 
[ Claſping his Bands in agony.] 
This was ſtill wanting! | Embracing his father 


eagerly. | Father, farewell for ever ! 
| Ruſbes out of the apartment. 


Cour. 


Stay, my ſon! Wherefore do you fly me BEA 
Excellent ! 
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Excellent! Excellent! Every thing is as I could 


wiſh. Now then let the venom work ! #1 
Eu 


SCENE VI. 


A magnificent Saloon, 
The Baroneſs * Catharina. 


gy AUGUSTA. 
You ſaw her then? And will ſhe come? 


CATHARINA. 
In a few moments ſhe will be here. She was in 


her ordinary apparel, and only requeſted time ſuffi- 
cient to make ſome neceſſary change in her dreſs, 
Au sr Aa. 

Speak not of her. Silence! I tremble like a 
criminal, when ſo near beholding that fortunate 
woman, whoſe heart beats thus cruelly in uniſon 
with mine. How did ſhe receive my meſſage ? 


CATHARINA, 

She ſeemed confuſed, became thoughtful, and 
was ſilent for ſome minutes. I was already pre- 
pared to hear her excuſe herſelf, when ſhe returned 
me this anſwer in a tone that aſtoniſhed me: Tell 

L . © your 


146 THE MINISTER : 


« your lady ſhe commands that, which I ſhould 
* to-morrow have made it my requeſt to do.” 


AvuGusTA. 

Leave me, Catharina! Oh ! I deſerve compaſſion. 

I muſt bluſh, if ſhe is but an ordinary woman, and 
deſpair, if ſhe is more! 
|  Carnanixa, 

It is not in this humour, lady, that a rival ſhould 
be received. Remember who you are; call to your 
aſſiſtance your birth, your rank, your power! A 
prouder ſoul ſhould heighten the proud ſplendour 


of your appearance. 
AvGvusTA, 
What means this _ Py 


| _ Carnarina. [Maliciouſly.] 

ll; | or, perhaps, it is by chance that exactly to-day 
| the moſt cofily brilhiants muſt ſparkle in your ring- 
lets? It is by chance, that the moſt ſtudied dreſs 
muſt heighten every natural beauty ? that your 

anti- chamber muſt ſwarm with guards and pages, 
and that the tradefinan's daughter muſt be re- 

ceived inthe moſt ſtately apartment of your 1 

AvucusTA. 

Confufion ! Inſupportable ! Oh ! what lynx eyes 
have females for female imperfections! How low, 
how irretrievably low muſt I Have fallen, when 
this creature * _ to dive into my Wm , -« 
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SCENE VII. 
The Baroneſs Auguſta, Catharina. A Servant, 


SERVANT. 
Julia Munſter waits without, and tw ad- 
miſſion to your preſence. 
| AvGcvusrtA, 
[To Cutharina in an angry tone. | 


Retire !—[ Catharina delays ta go. | Muſt Lre- 
peat my orders ? | [Exit Catharina, 


| AveusrA. 
[ Walks a few turns haſtily.) 

So; 'tis well that my temper has been heated, 
Now am I as I would be. [Ze Servant,] Let 
her approach. ; [ Exit Servant, 
Agua throws berſe}f upon the fifa in a negligent 

Fu graceful altitude.) 


I 2 SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 


The Baroneſs Auguſta, Julia. 


[Julia enters with a look of apprehenſion, and flops 


at ſome diſtance from the ſofa. Auguſta remains 
in the ſame poſture, and ſeems not to obſerve her, 


Julia — at lengyh 4 in a ſoft and timid voice. 


Jorrs. 
- Noble Lady, 1 wait your orders. 
. © Avevsra. 
[Turning round, and examinivg Julia with an * 
. air. 
Who is there? Oh! I remember. You are 
undoubtedly a certain . What is your name? 


JorliA. [Gaining courage. ] 
Muy father's name is Munſter. They told me, 
that you wiſhed to ſee his daughter. 


AuGusTA. 

True, true! I recollect. The poor muſician's 
daughter, of whom there has lately been ſo much 
ſaid. [Aſide.] Her countenance is intereſting, 
but yet ſhe is no beauty. [To Julia.] Come 
nearer, damſel, [ Again afide.] Eyes well prac- 
tiſed in weeping. Oh! How I love thoſe eyes 
[To Julia.) Come nearer—Nearer ſtill, Of what 
are you afraid, my child? | 
E TWHED | Jur. 
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JoLra. 
ill openneſs and dignity.] 

Of nothing, Lady. Many would think that I 
have cauſe to be afraid, but [ deſpiſe the opinion 
of the multitude. 

AvGusra. [Alde.] 

Indeed? Aye, 'tis clear: his affection makes 
her thus arrogant. [To Julia.] You are uncon- 
ſcious, perhaps, how ftrongly you have been re- 
commended to me. I am told that you are well 
educated, and well diſpoſed. Your appearance in- 
dicates no leſs, and I can eaſily believe it: in truth, 
cannot think, that ſo warm a friend, as is your 
advocate, could deceiye me. 


Jour. 

Forgive me, Lady, but I remember no one > of 
my friends who would willingly recommend me to 
ſuch a patroneſs. | 

AUGUSTA. 

Mean you, that I am unworthy to be your pa- 

troneſs, or that you are undeſerving my protection? 
Jura. | 

Your queſtion anſwers itſelf, Lady. Recollect 
the difference between our ſituations, and you can- 
not miſtake my meaning, 

AugusTaA. [ Afide.] 
Ha! There is a double ſenſe in her words! I 


expected not ſuch art from that open counte- 
L 3 nance. 
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nance. [To Julia.] Julia is your name, I think. 
wy I enquire your age? 
JvriA. 


On my laſt birth- day I numbered fixteen years; 
they have been paſſed in pleaſures, which never 


muſt return! 
a AvucGusTA; 


[8 tartmg from the ſofa. 

| Ha! There it is! But ſearce ſixteen ! The firſt 
pulſation of defire !—The firſt ſweet filver tone 
upon the yet unſounded harp ! Nothing is more 
ſeducing. [To Julia ] Be ſeated, lovely girl! 
Fear not; I wiſh your good. {7% herſelf. | And 
he too loves for the firſt time ! Can I wonder, if 
the firſt beams of the morning's bluſh ſhould ſeek 
and find each other ? [T5 Julia, taking her hand 
affeionately.) Rely upon me, my child: I will 
ſtudy to make you happy. [To herſelf.) Oh 
there is nothing in it: nothing, but the ſweet 
ſwift-flying enthuſiaſm of youth! [T* Julia. 
Hear me, my charming girl. My principal attend- 
ant is on the point of leaving me: you ſhall have 
her place. You ſhall be my friend, and my com- 
panion : I will love you, I will take care of you; 
it ſhall be my pride to make you feel contented. 
[T herſelf.) But juſt ſixteen? Oh? it can never laſt, 


Joris. 


Kiſing her hand reſpe&#fully.] 
Receive my thanks, Lady, for your intended 


fayours, 
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favours, and believe me not leſs grateful, than were 
it in my power to accept them. 


AUGUSTA. 
[ Relapſing into diſdain and anger.) 

How now? What inſolence! There was a time, 
when girls of your ſtation thought themſelves moſt. 
fortunate to obtain ſuch favours as are now offered 
to yourſelf, Upon what then do you place your 
dependance ? Are theſe fingers too delicate for ſer- 
vice? Or does the red and white of your com- 
plexion make you thus vain and haughty ? 


JurIA. 
Neither my features nor my ſtation, Lady, were 
left to my own choice: had they been fo, haply I 
had choſen better, 


AvuGUsTA. 


Perhaps, you believe that your beauty will laſt 
for ever? Poor creature! Whoever bade you think 
fo, let him be who he will, he has deceived the one 
of you, or bath ! The colours of theſe cheeks are 
not burnt in with fire; what your glaſs perſuades 
you to credit ſolid and everlaſting is but a flight 
ſurface of gilding, and that gilding muſt ſooner or 
later rub off in the hands of a purchaſer. What 
then will you do ? 

Jura. 
Pity the purchaſer, = who uawittingly 
L4 bought 
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bought a diamond, becauſe its exterior ſeemed 
gold. ; 
AvgusTA. | Afefing not to hear her. | 

A damſel of your age has ever two glaſſes, the 
real: one, and her admirer. The rough honeſty of 
the firſt is counterpoiſed by the agreeable pliability 
of the latter. The look, which the one terms dull 
and ſleepy, the other declares to be languiſhing and 
ſoft : the ſcar, which the one aſſerts to be a de- 
ſormity, the other calls a dimple that would im- 
prove the cheek of a Grace. The credulous maid 
believes nothing that the firſt ſays to her, until the 
teſtimony of the ſecond confirms it. She liſtens 
ito each alternately, till ſhe confounds their aſſer- 
tions together, and concludes by fancying them to 
be both of one opinion. Why gaze you on me ſo 
cr ? tha 

Fora. 

Pardon me, — ; 1 was pitying theſe ſo-pom- 

pouſly ſparkling diamonds, which are unconſcious 


that their miſtreſs is ſo firenuouſly a foo to vanity. 


Avevsra. [Bluſbing.) 

You grow too bold; be flent while I ſpeak, 
and content yourſelf with anſwering my queſtions. 
Were it not that you depend upon perſonal attrac- 
tions, what could induce you to reject a ſituation, 
the only one where you can acquire poliſh of man- 
ners, and free yourſelf from the ridicule of your 
plebeian prejudices e 


Ts LIA. 
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| 1 JoLia. 
'Tis true, Lady; but one of thoſe plebeian pre- 
judices is my Innocence. 


AuGvusTA. 

Prepoſterous objection ! The moſt unruly liber- 
tine dares not ſhew us diſreſpect, unleſs we our- 
ſelves encourage him by advances. Shew your- 
ſelf what you are; make evident the worth and 
purity of your ſoul, and I will enſure your inno- 
cence from danger. 

Juri. 

Of that, Lady, permit me to entertain a doubt. 
'The palaces of the Great are but too often made a 
theatre for licentiouſneſs the moſt unbridled. Who 
will believe, that a poor muſician's daughter could 
beroically plunge into the midſt of contagion, and 
yet preſerve untainted herſelf, and her fame? Who 
will believe that a Prince's favourite would hold an 
eternal ſcorpion to her breaſt, and laviſh away her 
wealth upon a low-born maiden, to purchaſe the 
riſque of every moment feeling her cheeks dyed 
with the bluſh of ſhame ? I will be frank, Lady. 
While I adorned you for ſome aſſignation, would 
you meet my eye unabaſhed ? When you regained 
your home returning from it, would you be able 
to meet my eyes at all? Oh! better, far better 
would it be, ſhould oceans roll between us, ſhould 
we draw our breath in different atmoſpheres ! Look 
into your heart, Lady. Hours of temperance, mo- 

ments 
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ments of ſaticty may preſent themſelves ; ſerpents 
of remorſe may plant their ſtings in your boſom, 
and hen Oh ! what a torment would it 
be for you to read in the countenance of your hand- 
maid that peaceful joy, that tranquillity of con- 
tent, which virtue ever ſhowers upon an uncor- 
rapted heart! | Retiring a few fleps.| I fear I 
have already ſaid too much. Lady, I again entreat 
your pardon, | 
AugusTA. | Hatremely agitated. 

Inſupportable, that ſhe ſhould tell me this ! Yet 
more inſupportable, that what ſhe tells is true! 
¶ Turning to Julia, and looking at her ftedfaſtly.| Girl! 
Girl! this artifice does not blind me! Mere opinion 
ſpeaks not ſo warmly. Beneath the cloak of theſe 
prudential maxims lurks ſome far dearer intereſt, 
Tis that, which makes my favours ſeein diſguſting: 
tis that, which-gives ſuch energy to your diſcourſe : 
"tis that, [In a #hreatening voice] which I muſt 
diſcover. 

Joria. 
Vb unconſtrained dignity. ] 

And what if you ſhould diſcover it? Diſcover it 
at this moment, when the contemptuous trampling 
of your foot has rouſed the injured worm, to whom 
God gave a ſting to protect her againſt miſuſage. 
What if you ſhould threaten me with your ven- 
geance? Lady, I fear it not. The poor criminal, 
branded with infamy, and extended on the rack, 


Can 
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can look unterrified on the diſſolution of the world. 
My miſery is ſo exquiſite, that ſincerity can draw 
down on me no increaſe of preſent pain! | After 
a pauſe.) You ſay, that you would raiſe me from 
the obſcurity of my ſtation, I will not examine 
the motives of this ſuſpicious favour. I will only 
aſk, why you ſhould judge me ſo fooliſh as to look. 
on that ſtation with diſcontent ; or what ſhould 
induce you to become the foundreſs of iny happi- 
neſs, cre you know whether I am willing to re- 
ceive my happineſs from your hands? I had for 
ever rent aſunder my claim upon the pleaſures of 
the world; I had forgiven God, that my joys 
were of ſo ſhort duration. Ah! why would you 
now urge me to ſeek for them again ? When the 
Deity hides his beams from the countenance of his 
creature, ſo abſolutely that even his chief Seraph is 
blinded by the darkneſs, why will mortals be fo 
cruelly compaſſionate ? Lady, Lady! why is your 
high-prized happineſs fo anxious to excite the envy 
and wonder of the miſerable ? Do your pleaſures 
require phrenſy and deſpair to make you ſport ? 
Oh! if, as you ſay, you wiſh me well, rather ſeek 
to blind me to the horrors of my barbarous lot, 
than place before my eyes all the happineſs of your 
fortunes, all the miſery of mine! The inſect felt 
itſelf ſo happy in a drop of water, as were that drop 
an heavenly kingdom: ſo happy, and ſo contented ! 
till ſome one told it of a world of waves, where 

navics 
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navies rode, and whale-fiſh ſported. — But you 
would make me happy, ſay you? [After a pauſe, 
ſhe ſudderily approaches Auguſta.) Are you happy, 
Lady ? [ Auguſta turns from her haſtily ; Julia 
follows her, and lays her hand upon her boſom.] Does 
this heart wear the ſmile of its ſtation ? Could we 
now barter boſom for boſom, and fate for fate ; 
were I, young and innocent, relying on your love, 
to aſk you for counſel, and were you to anſwer as 
my mother and my friend, Lady, would you really 
adviſe me to the exchange? 
AUGUSTA. 
 Intolerable | ! Tncomprehenfible ! No, Julia, no; 
you brought not with you into the world this great- 


neſs of thought, and your conceptions are too fiery, 


too full of youth, to be inſpired by your Father. 
Do not deceive me | I know that ſome other! in- | 
ſiractor...... / 
Fes! Jobi. 
{ Looking at her with a penetrating glance. ] 
If you already know him, Lady, I marvel _ 
3 offer me protection. 


Abus rA. 

[Starting from the ſofa, on which ſbe had thrown | 
22 

Tt is not to be ſupported !* Yes then, ſince I can- 

not eſcape you . .. . . . Yes, I know him; know 

every thing; know ..... that of which I would 

fain be ignorant ! [Stopping ſuddenly ; then con- 


timung 
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timung with à violence, which by degrees riſes to 
phrenſy.| But dare, Unfortunate! .. .. . dare but 
ſtill to love, or to be loved by him! What did 1 
ſay? Dare but to think upon him, or to be one of 
his thoughts! I am powerful, Unfortunate 
dreadful in my vengeance So ſure as there 1 is a 
God in heaven, thou art loſt ſor ever! 


Jol iA. [Undaunted.] 
Beyond the power of that God to relieve me, 


Ahh if ever jou can foes Caſimir to return 
Tue love. n 


AvevsTA. 

I underſtand you : but return my love he Chat 
not. I will conquer this diſgraceful paſſion; I will 
repreſs my feelings; I will torture my own heart ; 
but thine will I craſh to atoms ! Rocks and oceans 
will J hurl between you : I will ruſh, like a fary, 
into the heaven of your joys : as a ſpectre ſcares 
the pleaſures of aſſaſſins, my name ſhall fright your 
kiſſes away: your ſhort life ſhall be waſted in fear 
and agony, and that young blooming form ſhall 
become a ſkeleton, while claſped in Caſimir's em- 
brace. I cannot be bleſt with him, neither ſhall 
you. Know that, wretched girl! To blaſt the 
happineſs of others, ſhall now become an happi- 
neſs for me. 

JoLIA. 

An happineſs, Lady, of which the bert that 
loves Caſimir can never be ſuſceptible. Ah! tor- 

ture 
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ture not yourſelf! I can read in your ſoul, and 
even eſteem you for this anger, occaſioned by love 


| for him, who is moſt worthy to be loved. No, 


Lady, no, you cannot deceive me : you are inca- 
pable of executing that with which you threaten 
me; you are incapable of torturing a creature, 
who with you has no fault, but that ber feelings 
have been the ſame with yours. 


 AvevsrTa, [ Recovering berſelf.] 
Where am I? What have I done? What ſen- 


timents have I betrayed? And oh! God! To 


whom have I betrayed them ? Oh, Julia, noble, 
glorious, godlike creature] . pardon the: wander- 
ings of a maniac's brain, Fear not, my child | I 
will injure no hair of thy head! Name thy wiſhes. 
Aſk what thou wouldeſt have; I will ſerve thce 
upon my knees; I will be thy friend and ſiſter, 
Thou art poor, Julia; look upon theſe jewels, ob- 
ſerve. this coſtly palace: thine be the whole 
but give me Caſimir! 
Juri. [Drawing back,] 
Does ſhe mock my deſſ/ air? — Or is ſhe really 


ignorant of the eruel letter? Oh! then I may yet 


enjoy ſome moments of heroiſm, and draw ſome 
advantage from my impotence to preſerve him. 
[ Approaches Auguſta, takes her hand, and gazes upon 
Ber with a melancholy and ftedfaſt look.) Take him, 
Lady! I here make my wilful reſignation of him, 
whom helliſh arts have torn from my bleeding bo- 
; | ſom |! 
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ſom ! You know noet . by that openneſs of 
countenance, that generoſity of ſentiment, even by 
the violence of your paſſions, I am convinced that 
you know not. all the miſchief of your fatal 
love. The Miniſter, the cruel Miniſter has made 
you uncouſciouſly the accomplice of his guilt : that 
veil of unconſciouſneſs am I compelled to rend 
aſunder. Hear me, Lady; hſten to the relation 
of your unwitting cruelty !—Lady ! .. . . You have 
deſtroyed the paradiſe of two lovers ; you have rent 
aſunder two hearts, which God had bound together; 
you have cruſhed a being, whom the Almighty 
| loves as truly as he doth you; whom he formed 
as much for happineſs, as he did you; by whom 
he was loved as well, as he is by you; but who, 
from this moment, will never love him more! But 
his ear is ever open to receive the laſt groan of au 
expiring worm: when ſouls are murdered in his 
hands, be will not look on with indifference. Lady, 
farewell! Be happy! [ Kiſſing ber band eagerly. 
Caſimir is yours. Take him, Lady, take him 
Ruſh into his arms! Drag him with you to the 
altar — But forget not, Oh! forget not, that with 
the firſt kiſs of your bridegroom the ſpectre of a 
ſuicide muſt ſtand before your ſoul's eye ! "Tis the 
only reſource that is left me, and God! .. . . Oh! 
God will be merciful ! 6 


{ Ruſbes wildly out of the chamber, 
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SCENE IX. 
— The Baroneſs Auguſta. 


{ She remains in the extreme of agitation, fixing her 
eyes with a vacant ſtare upon the door by which 
Julia left ber. At length ſhe ſeems to recover 1 
1 
What wäs that? — What lies ſo heavy on my 


heart What ſaid the Unfortunate ? The dread- 


ful, the damning words ſtill rend my hearing ! 
Take him! Take him ! ”—What ſhould I take, 


'Unfortunate ? The legacy of your dying groan, 
the fearful preſent of your deſpair, the bond of your 
eternal perdition! God! God! Have ] then fallen 


ſo low ? Have I fo ſuddenly abdicated the throne 
of my pride, that J hunger for that even to mad- 


neſs, which a beggar's generoſity throws me in the 


laſt conflict of death ? « Take him ! Take him!” 
And ſhe ſpoke in a tone ! accompanied it with a 


look ! — Aoguſta! Augufta ! For this haſt thou 
ſprung over the limits of thy ſex ? For this didſt 
thou court the pompous title of a free Britiſh wo- 


man, that the vaunted edifice of thy virtue might 
ſink before the nobler ſou] of an unprotected low- 
born maiden ? No, proud Unfortunate ! No! 
Auguſta Howard may bluſh for herſelf, but never 


ſhall be outdone by others. I too have courage 
4.) | to 
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to reſign him. [ She walks a few paces with an 
air of majgſty.] Hide thy feelings, weak ſuffering 
heart of woman ! Hence, ye ſweet golden dreams 
of love ! Come to my aid, undaunted magnani- 
mity ! -Henceforth thou alone fhalt be my guide. 
Theſe lovers are loſt, unleſs Auguſta withdraws her 
claim, and reſigns for ever her power in Brunſwic. 
[ After a pauſe. | It is determined! The dread- 
ful obſtacle is removed : broken are the bonds 
which united me to the Duke. This raging flame 
is expiring in my boſom : Virtue, into thy arms I 
throw myſelf, receive with kindneſs a repentant 
daughter | Ha! how ſuddenly is all well within 
me! How ſuddenly do I feel myſelf fo relieved, fo 
exalted above the world! From the pinnacle of 
my greatneſs will I fink to-day, glorious as a ſet- 
ting ſun ! Let my grandeur expire with my love: 
of my proud abdication there ſhall be no ſharer but 
my heart. [ Approaching the table.] It muſt be 
done immediately ; immediately, erc the recollec- 
tion of Caſimir renews the. cruel conflict in my bo- 
tom! ¶ She ſeats herſelf, and begins to writs. ] 


M SCENE 
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SCENE X. 


The Baroneſs Auguſta. A . — Afterwards 
Catharina. 


SERVANT. 
Lady, Marſhal Ingelheim is in the anti-chamber, 
and brings a meſſage from his Highneſs. 


AvGusTA. 
[ Not hearing him in the eagerneſs of writing.] 
How, when he reads my letter, will the illuf- 
trious puppet ſtare! Nay, 'tis fingular enough, 1 
own, the preſuming to ſpeak truth to a Sovereign. 
In what confuſion will the Court be | How his ſy- 
cophants will wonder at the daring of a woman! 
CATHARINA. [Entering.) 
| Lady, Marſhal Ingelheim 
AugusTa. | Turning round. 1 
' Who ? The Marſhal ? Good! Good ! This fort 
of creature was formed for the ſervice. of others. 
—[ To the Servant.] Admit him. 


1 220 Servant. 
CATHARINA, 

[ Coming near anxiouſly. Auguſta continues to write 
with eagerneſs. | 


Excuſe my boldneſs, Lady, but I fear ſomewhat 


has diſordered you. Julia Munſter ruſhed through 
the 
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the ariti-chamber with every appearance of diſtrac- 
tion ; you ſeem inflamed and agitated ; you ſpeak 
to yourſelf ; you uſe violent geſtures. Dear Lady, 
you terrify me beyond expreſſion, For God's 
fake ! what has happened ? 


SCENE XI. | 
The Baroneſs Auguſta, Marſhal Ingelheim, Catharina. 


[ The Marſhal enters, bowing very reſpectully to Au- 
gta, who writes on without obſerving Bim. At 


length he ſpeaks.] 
MARSAL. 

His Highneſs...... 
AvuGUsTA. 


I dile ſbe peruſes haſtily what ſbe has written.) 

He will tax me with the blackeſt ingratitude ! 
I was a poor forſaken creature, when he found 
me; he laviſhed his favours upon me, and raiſed 
me from miſery to ſplendour.” Deteſted favours! 
Horrible exchange! Annul my bond, ſeducer; 
the bluſh of my eternal ſhame has repaid my debt 
with intereſt, 


Manga. [fide] % 
She Ps much occupied : I muſt hazard the 


M 2 diſturbing 


1 THE MINISTER : 


diſturbing her employment.  { Aloud.) Noble 

Lady, his Highneſs bids me aſk, whether you mean 

to honour this evening's gala with your preſence ? 
 Avev8ra. [Rijing.] 

By no means, my dear Marſhal : T am provided 
with occupations of a different kind. In the mean 
while, let that ſerve ſor the Duke's ainuſement. 
Giving him the paper.] — Catharina, let my car- 
riage be prepared without delay, and my whole 
houſehold aſſembled in this chamber. 


CATHARINA, 

What can this mean ? God forbid, that my ſuſ- 
v ſhould prove true A [ Exit, 
MaxsRAL. 

You ſeem agitated, Lady. May TAK co + q 6 


AveusrA. 

The cauſe will be pleaſing news for you. Re- 
joice, my Lord Marſhal ! There is a place vacant 
at Court, and you may aſſiſt in filling it. The 
times will be good for Pandars. Ihe Marſhal 
throws a look of ſuſpicion upon the paper.] Read it, 
read it! Tis my defire, that the contents ſhould 
be made public;-——[ Here the domeſtics enter, and 
_—_ +:19-074 29h in the background. | 
"I " Maxsnar. Reading. 

« An engagement, broken by you ſo lightly, 
ec cannot have the power to bind my will. The 
_ & happineſs of your N was the argument 


„ which 
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« which induced me to accept of your love. 
« You promiſed to make your people happy : for 
« three years did I believe them ſo, and for three 
« years I have been deceived. The veil at length 
« falls from my eyes, and I look on favours with 
« diſguſt, which trickle with the tears of your ſub- 
« jets. Beſtow upon your weeping country that 
« love which I can no longer return, and learn 
from a Britiſh Princeſs compaſſion to your Ger- 
© man people. Within an hour I ſhall have quitted 
your dominions.” | 


The SzxvanTs. [Tn a tone of grief.) 
Quitted the dominions ? 


MARSHAL. 


| [Replaces the letter upon the table in terror. 

In the name of God, my dear Lady, refle& for 
one moment upon what you do! This letter is the 
death-warrant of the bearer, as well as of the writer! 


AUGUSTA. 

Be that your care, tis none of mine. Alas! I 
know it well; you, and they who reſemble you, 
muſt ſuffer for the faults which others commit. 
But be content, good Marſhal : "Tis the neceſ- 
ſary evil of Courts, and you muſt take the bitter 
with the ſweet. Courage, man, courage! A true 
courtier ſhould eſteem death an honour, [In 4 
Jeeffing lone] when he dies with the good pleaſure 
of his Highneſs. 


M 3 | MARSHAL. 
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MARSHAL. 

"Slams ! What preſumption ! I tremble at the 
very idea of the Prince's rage. But for God's ſake, 
Lady, refle& upon the honourable ſtation which 
ou reſign, upon the * which you will bring 
down upon yourſelf ....... , 

GE 
[ith a lool the moſt haughty and — ] 

« Honourable ſtation ?” [She turns to the 
domeſtics, and fpeaks the following with the tendereſ 
emotion.) You ſeem confounded, worthy people; 
you wait with anxiety for the explanation of this 
riddle. Come nearer, my friends, You have ſeryed 
me truly and affectionately. You looked oftener 
upon my eyes, than upon my purſe. You ſought 
rather to pleaſe me, than to advantage yourſelves, 
Your duty was your pleaſure, my approbation your 
pride. Wo is me, that the remembrance of your 
fidelity muſt bring with it the remembrance of my 
ſhame! Wo is me, that the darkeſt ſeaſon of my 
life ſhould have been the brighteſt of yours We 
muſt part, my children. [She flops ; her voice 
is almoſt choked by the violence of her feelings. After 
a pauſe, ſhe continues with a trembling voice.) The 
thought of your attachment ſhall never die in my 
heart. Would I could reward it ! But the Baro- 
neſs Auguſta exiſts no longer, and Auguſta How- 
ard is too poor to diſcharge her debts to you. 


What little wealth I have, let my treaſurer ſhare 
among 


A TRAGEDY, - 167 


among you. Take it, and may it proſper with you! 
My palace I reſtore to the Duke; and believe me, 
friends, the pooreſt among you will quit it far 
richer than his miſtreſs ! Farewell, my children! 
[ She extends her hand to them ; they preſs to kiſs it 
with every mark of ſorrow and aſſection.] I under- 

ſtand you, my good people! My heart feels that 
.... . . Oh! Thisis too much for me] | Haftening 
to the door. The Marſhal puts himſelf in her paſſage. ] 
Art thou fiill there, thou pitiable man ? 


MARSHAL. 


Ido during ber ſpeech had flood motionleſs gazing 
vacantly upon the luer, now ſpeaks in the accent 


of deſperation. | * 
And muſt this letter be given to his Highneſs? 
And muſt I be the perſon to carry it to his High- 


neſs? 
AuGusTaA, 


Wretched man, even thou. Thou muſt deliver 
it to his Highneſs, and muſt inform his Highneſs 
beſides, that, ſince I cannot go barefoot to Loretto, 
I will ſupport myſelf by the labour of my hands, as 
a puniſhment for having deigned to govern ſuch a 
wretch ! Tell that to your vile maſter. Hence ! 

[The Marſhal goes off, trembling, and in filence.] 
AvucusTA., 

Hark ! Tis the carriage. Grandeur, adieu! I 

fly to poverty and virtue. ¶ Going : the ſervants ſur- 
k M 4 round 


168 THE MINISTER : 

round Ber, hiſſing her hand, hanging upon her robe, 

Se. | | 
SERVANTS. 

Miſtreſs! Noble, worthy miſtreſs ! 


AvcvusrTaA. 


"19 [Tearing herſelf from them with difficulty.) 
Farewell! Farewell for ever ! —— [She ruſhes 
out, followed by the domeſtics.] 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT, 


ACT. 


A TRAGEDY, 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. 
Munſter's Houſe. 


[Julia fits ſilent and motionleſs in the darkeſt corner of 
the room, her head reclining upon her hand. A 
ter a long pauſe, Munſter enters with a lanthorn ; 
he looks round the chamber with anxiety, but does 


not obſerve Julia. He throws off his cloak, lights 


a taper, and places the lanthorn upon the table.] 
Julia, Munſter, 


MuNnSTER. 


Shr is not here.—Still ſhe is not here !——1 
nave wandered through every ſtreet; I have ſought 
her with every acquaintance; I have enquired at 
every door: no one has ſeen my child! {4 
ſilence of ſome moments.) Patience, undone, un- 
happy Father ! Patience till the morning ; then 
perhaps your only one may again reach the ſhore. 
God! God ! What though my heart doted upon 

"x this 
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this daughter, doted upon her even to idolatry ; 
yet ſurely the puniſhment is ſevere | Heavenly 
Father! Surely it is too ſeyere !. I will not mur- 
mur, Heavenly Father, but ſurely the puniſhment 
is too ſevere ! [ Throws himſelf into a chair. 
Jur IA. 
[ Without moving from her ſeat. 
Thou doſt well, wretched old man ! Murmur 
not, but accuſtom thyſelf in time to loſing. 
| MunsTER, 
[Starts up eagerly. ] 
Art thou there, my child ? Art thou there ? And 
wherefore thus alone ? Wherefore without light ? 
| JuLia. 

I am not alone. When all things around me 
are thus gloomy, then have I my beſt companions, 
MunsTER. 

God defend you, my Child! Why that ſenti- 
ment? The worm of conſcience alone loves to 


wake and watch with the owl: none ſhun the "ght 


but criminals and eyil ſpirits, 
JULIA. 
Not ſo, Father ; eternity too ſhuns it, when. ſhe 
ſpeaks to ſouls loſt beyond God's power to ſave. 
MunsTER. 
Julia! Julia [ Speak not thus, or you will drive 
me mad ! | 


Juura, 
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JuL1a. 
[ Riſes, and comes forward.] 

I have fought an hard fight, Father ; but God 
has given me ſtrength, and the fight is over. Fa- 
ther, our ſex is called ſoft and fearful ; believe it 
no more. We faint at a ſpider's approach, but it 
ſeems to us mere ſport to embrace the black mon- 
ſter, Corruption. There is news for you ! Smile, 
Father, ſmile ; your Julia is light-hearted. 

MunsSTER. 

Daughter, your groans were preferable to ſuch 
mirth, 

Joria. | Laughing wildly.] 

Ha! ha! ha! How 1 ſhall over-reach him ! 
How I ſhall deceive the tyrant! Love is more 
daring and crafty than malice : he knew not that, 
the man of the unlucky ſtar. The villains are 
cunning, while they have but to do with the head; 
but when they would manage the heart, oh ! how 
dull and heavy grow their wits ! Did he think to 
ratify the artifice by an oath ? Oaths, Father, may 
bind the living, but Death diſſolves even the Sacra- 
ment's iron bonds. Caſimir ſhall one day know 
his Julia's worth. Father, you ſee this letter ; 
[ Taking one from Ber boſom] \ will you deliver it for 
me ? 

MuxsrER. 


To whom, my Child ? 
Joris. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
! 
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Jura. 
Strange demand! Eternity and my heart had no 
room between them for a fingle thought of him. 
To whom then ſhould I, or would I write ? 


MoxsTER. 
Julia! . . . . I muſt read this letter. 
Jur IA. 

You are at liberty to read it, Father; but the con- 
tents will teach you nothing. The characters lie 
there like cold corſes, and live but for the eyes of 
love. | | 

MuxsrER. | Reading. | 

* They have betrayed you, Caſimir. Villainy 
& unparalleled has diſſolved the union of our hearts: 
«© but a dreadful vow reſtrains my tongue, and a 
te fpy of your Father's lurks in every corner. But 
« if thou haſt courage, my beloved... . . I know 
© a third place, where no oath can bind, and where 
no ſpy can enter. ¶ Munfer flops, and gazes 
upon ber Redo 

JoLt1a, | 
Why that earneſt look, Father? Read to dia 


* 
„ eee 


fe But thou muſt haye ſufficient fortitude to 
« wander through a gloomy path with no other 
* guides than God and Juha. Thou muſt have 


£1 no . but love; leave behind all thy 


5 6c hopes, 
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te hopes, all thy tumultuous wiſhes ; thou wilt need 
e nothing in this journey, but thy heart. Dareſt 
« thou come? When the bell tolls twelve from the 
© Carmelite Tower, be it the ſignal of departure. 
* Trembleſt thou to venture? Then eraſe forti- 
* tude from the virtues of thy ſex, fince thy cou- 
„rage will be leſs than Julia's.” [| Munſter gives 
her back the letter, and fixes his eyes upon the ground 
in hopeleſs ſorrow. At length he turns to Julia, takes 
her hand, and ſpeaks in a low broken voice.] Daugh- 
ter.... . Whereis that third place? | 


JuLIA. 


You know it not, Father? You really know it 


not? "Tis ſtrange, for I have deſcribed it to the 
life! Ah! Caſimir will find it eaſily. 


MuxsTER, 
Explain yourſelf, Anſwer me! Where is that 
third place ? 


Jura. 


I know no pleaſing name for it : then tremble 
not, Father, if the ſound is diſagreeable. That 
place Oh! Why has no lover given it a 
name? He would have choſen for it the ſoſteſt, 
the ſweeteſt. That third place, my good Father 
TITTY but you muſt not interrupt me. that 
third place is the grave 

MUNSTER. 

Oh! my God !——{ Staggering to a ſeat. Julia 

haſtens to him, and ſupports him in her arms.] 
Jvoria. 
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Jux IA. 

Not fo, Father; not ſo! Oh! dens to ſi ak 
beneath the weight of terrors attached to a mere 
empty ſound. Away with the name, and the grave 
will ſeem to be a bride-bed. Above it does the 
morning ſpread her golden canopy, and ſpring 
ſtrews the floor with her freſheſt wreaths. None 
but a groaning finner fancies Death to be a ſke- 
leton. No, Father, no; Death is a gentle ſmiling 
boy, blooming as the god of love, but not ſo falſe 
and knaviſh. He is a filent ſerviceable ſylph, who 
guides through the deſerts of eternity the exhauſted 
pilgrim ſoul, unlocks for her the fairy palace of 
everlaſting joy, beckons her in with friendly geſ- 
ture, and vaniſhes for ever! 

MunsTER, 

What meaneſt thou, my Child ? Surely, thou 

wilt not deſtroy thyſelf? | 
JoLA. 

Call it not deſtruction, Father. To quit a com- 
pany in which I have been ill received, to fly from 
a place where I can no longer hear to ſtay, can that 
want an excuſe ? Can that be eſteemed a fin ? 

._ _ __ MonsTzx. 

Julia, tis the moſt horrible! 'tis the only one 
that cannot be repented, ſince death and the crime 
arrive in the ſame moment. 

Jour. 
8 Redfaftly upon the ground. 


4 That! is dreadful! Oh! that is a dreadful thought! 
But 


®.” 1 
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But my death ſhall not be ſo ſudden. I will ſpring 
into the flood, and while the waves roll over me, 
crave pardon of God, the Almighty, and All-mer- 
ciful, | 
MouNSTER. | 

Know you what you ſay? You will repent the 
theft, when the treaſure is ſecure? Is that your 
meaning ? Daughter! Daughter! Beware how you 
ſport with God, when you moſt need his aſſiſtance. 
Oh ! you are far, far gone indeed ! With your 
religion has your happineſs paſſed away. You for- 
got your prayers to the Creator, and he withdrew 
his protecting hand. 

| | Juri. 
Is loving then a crime, Father? 


MusrER. 

Hadſt thou loved God as he ought to be loved, 
never hadſt thou loved man as loved he ought not 
to be. Thou haſt bowed me down low, my only 
one ! Low ! low! Perhaps bowed me down to 
the grave! Yet I will not increaſe the burthen of 
your heart. Daughter, I ſpoke ſomewhat as I en- 
tered ; I thought myſelf alone ; thou haſt over- 
heard me, and why ſhould I now conceal my fond- 
neſs ? Hear me, Julia, if there is yet room in thy 
boſom for compaſſion to a father's feelings. Thou 
art my idol! Thou art my all! Thou canſt loſe 
nothing more of thine own, but I can loſe every 
thing. Thou ſeeſt theſe white locks, Julia: the 
moment 
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moment is now arrived with me, when parents re- 
quire back the principal of that ſum, which they 
laid up in the affection of their children. Wilt 
thou defraud me, Julia? Wilt thou away, and bear 


with thee all the wealth of thy Father ? 


JorL1a, 
"If 15 ng his hand eagerly.] 

No, Father, no! I go from hie world your 
debtor, and will diſcharge my bond with intereſt in 
the next, 
r MounsTER. 

Beware, my Child, leſt that reckoning ſhould be 
falſe. Thou who flieſt me in 7his life, art thou cer- 
tain that we ſhall meet in that to come? Lo 
how the colour fades in thy cheek ! My Julia con- 
ceives herſelf that I muft be deprived of the daugh- 


ter's ſervices, who haſtens to the land of ſhadows be- 


fore me. [Julia throws herſelf weeping into his arms: 
he claſps ber to Bis boſom, and continues in a ſuppli- 
cating tone.) Oh! Julia! Juha! Though already 
fallen, perhaps already loft ! Daughter! Daughter! 
treafure in thy heart the words of an agonizin Fa- 
ther! T cannot eternally watch over thee. Fam 
ſhatch the dagger from thy bands; thou canſt let 
out life with a needle: I can daſh the poiſon from 
ne h ; thou canſt ſtrangle thyſelf with thy gir- 
Tala 4 Julia have no power but to adviſe 
ww warn thee. Wilt thou ruſh boldly forwards, 
till thy y perfidious ſpirit ſtands trembling on the path 
between 
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between time and eternity? Wilt thou draw near 
to the Judge's throne, and dare to ſay, © For thy 
ſake am I here, Creator?“ Oh! then when thine 
eyes ſhall ſeek their mortal idol; when thou ſhalt 
ſee, become a worm like thee, this periſhable god 
of thy own creation, crawling at the Almighty's 
feet ; when thou ſhalt hear him execrate thy guilty 
daring in this hour of proof, and blaſt thy betrayed 
hopes of God's forgiveneſs, which the wretch will 
obtain with difficulty for himſelf ; what then wilt 
thou do ? what then, Unfortunate ! | He claſps her 
ill cloſer to- his boſom, and gazes upon her with wild 
and piercing looks ; then ſuddenly unfolds his arms, 
and leaves her.] Now I have no more to ſay |—— 
[Raiſmg his right hand to heaven.] Immortal Judge 
of mankind, I will ſtrive no more to preſerve this 
ſoul for thee ! Julia, do what thou wilt. Bring a 
victim to the altar of this beloved youth, that ſhall 
make thy bad angels howl for tranſport, and thy 
good forſake thee in deſpair, Go on] Heap up 
the mountain of thy offences: add to them this 
the laſt, the moſt deteſtable; and if the burthen is 
ſtill too light, throw in my curſe to complete the 
meaſure. There is a dagger, plunge it in thy heart, 
and... . | Sebbing, while he haſtens from ber] and 
ſtab at the ſame time your Father's ! 


Jura. 
_ [ Following him, and detaining him.] 
Stay! ſtay! Oh! Father, Father! Can affec- 
N tiou 
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tion then torture a wretch more cruelly than ty- 
rannic violence? What muſt T. . . . what ſhall I 
do? 
MuNSsTER, 
Ds if Roſenberg's kiſſes burn hotter 


than your Father's tears ! 
Joris. 


[ After contbating with herſelf. 

Father !..... Here is my hand. I will not 
God! God! what am 1 doing! Father, I ſwear 
27's @h Wo is me! To whichever fide I turn my- 
ſelf, criminal every where! Father, you have con- 
quered. Caſimir! ... . . Aid me ! Look down upon 
me, God of compaſſion ! Cafimir!... . . Thus I 


deſtroy thy laſt remembrance. { Tearing ibe letter.] 


| MonsTER, 

[Throwing himſelf upon her boſom, wild with delight. | 

There ſpoke my Daughter ! Look up, my Child ! 
Thou haſt ſacrificed a Lover, but thou haſt made a 
Father happy. [Smiling through his tears. | My Ju- 
lia! My Child! My Child! I was not worthy to 
live ſo bleſt a moment! God knows, how I, poor 
wretched man, became poſſeſſed of ſuch an angel! 
My Julia! My Paradiſe ! My Heaven! Oh! I 
know but little how to love ; but what a pang it is 
to ceaſe to love, that I can feel full well. 


| JoLia. 
But from hence we muſt haſten, Father. Let us 


fly from the city, where my comrades mock my 
misfortunes, 


« 
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misfortunes, and my reputation is for ever blotted 
with ſhame : let us fly from a place, where I meet 
at every ſtep with images which remind me of my 
former happineſs. Far let us bend our wandering 
courſe ; far let us fly from Brunſwic, 


MunsTER. 

Go whither thou wilt, my Julia, thy mother and 
Iwill follow thee. Bread is to be found every where, 
and upon my harp muſt we depend for ſuſtenance. 
Here, let every thing go to ruin; let my houſe 
fall; let my goods moulder away, While I wan- 
der with thee, my Child, I will not remember 
home. While I lean my old head on thy boſom, 
I ſhall wiſh for no other reſting-place Thy hand 
ſhall guide us from village to village, and thy 
voice ſhall accompany the tones of my inſtrument. 
I will compoſe a ſong of thy ſufferings : thou ſhalt 
ſing of the daughter, who rent her own heart to 
preſerve her father's from breaking. We will beg 
with the ballad from door to door, and ſweet will 
be the alms of thoſe who — at the relation of 
thy ſorrows | 


N 2 SCENE 
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SCENE I. 
Julia, Munſter, Caf nir. 


JuLIA, 


CM Ro perceives Caſimir firſt, throws herſelf trembling 
into Munſter's arms. | 


God! There he is! I am loſt ! 


MuxsTER. 
Who? Where ? 


JorA. 
Lain hiding her face in his boſom. ;] 


"Tis he! Tis he himſelf ! Look round, Father, 


look round! Save me, ſave me, he comes to mur- 
der me! 


MuxsrER. | Turning round.] 
How, Baron ? You here ? 


CASIMIR. 

Comes near them ſlowly, ſtands oppoſite to Julia, and 

remains gazing ftedfaſtly ** her. After a pauſe, 
he ſpeaks aſide.] 

Terrors of conſcious guilt, 1 thank you! Your 
confeſſion is dreadful, but ſwift and true. It ſaves 
me the torment of an explanation. Good evening, 
Munſter ! 


MouNSTER. 


For God's ſake ! my Lord, what ſeek you in this 
houſe ? 
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Houſe? What brings you hither ? What means 
this unexpected viſit ? 


CASIMIR. 
'There was a time, when the day on which I was 
expected was divided into ſeconds ; when eager- 
neſs for my preſence hung upon the weights of the 
tardy clock ; and when every pulſe-throb was chid- 
den, while I ftayed beyond my uſual time. Why 
then this ſurpriſe to ſee me ? 
, MouxsTER. 

Oh ! leave us, leave us, Baron ! If there exiſts in 
your breaſt one ſpark of humanity; if you wiſh not 
to be her deſtruction, whom you ſo long profeſſed to 
love, fly from this houſe; ſtay here no moment 
longer. Since you firſt ſet foot in it, God with- 
drew his bleſfing from my cottage. You have 
brought miſery under that roof where happineſs 
and tranquillity once delighted to dwell. Are you 
not yet contented ? Her ill-ſtarred connection 
with you has planted a dagger in the heart of my 
poor girl, and ſeek you to make the wound ſtill 
wider ? 

Cain. 

Compoſe yourſelf, worthy Father: I bring good 

tidings to your Child. 
MounsTER. 

Comeſt thou to give her hopes again, that ſhe 

may again know diſappointment, that ſhe may 
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again deſpair? Away, away, thou meſſenger of 


misfortune! Thy countenance diſproves thy words. 


CASIMIR. 

Hear me, Munſter. I have at length reached 
the goal of my hopes. Auguſta, the chief obſtacle 
to my love, has this moment fled from Brunſwic. 
My Father authorizes my choice. Fate grows 
weary of perſecuting us, and our proſperous ſtars 
now beam in the horizon. Here is my hand: I am 
come to fulfill my promiſe, and to lead your daugh- 
ter to the altar, as my bride, 

| MounsTER. 

Doſt thou hear him, my Child? Doſt thou hear, 
how he ſports with thy baffled hopes? Go on, my 
Lord, go on! Oh! 'tis excellent, when ſeducers 
make their crimes the ſubject of laughter ! 

CASIMIR. 
| You believe me not to be ſerious ? By my ho- 
nour, I am. My proteſtations are as true as Julia's 
affection, and I will keep them ſacred, as ſhe has 
kept her oaths. More ſacred know I nothing. Canſt 
thou ſtill doubt me, Julia? Still do I fee no joyful 
bluſh upon the cheek of my fair bride ? "Tis ſtrange! 


Falſehood muſt needs be here the current coin, 
fince Truth finds ſo little credit. Doſt thou diſ- 


truſt my words, Julia ? Then muſt I convince thee 


by other means. Read there, my bride, and be- 


lieve this manual witneſs. | Drauing from his boſom 
| her 
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her letter to the Marſbal. She receives it, opens it 
baſtily, reads the firſt line, and finks upon the floor. 
MunsTzR. | Net obſerving this.] 

What mean you, Baron? I underſtand you not. 

| CasiMIR 

But your daughter underſtood me well, ¶ Point- 
ing to Julia.] | 
Mus res. 

[ Percerving her on the floor. 

Oh ! God ! my poor child ! | He throws himſelf 
upon his knees, and raiſes her in his arms. She gazes 
upon him for a moment with a. vacant ftare, ſeems 
Rupefied and overcome with ſorrow, and lets her head 
25 ** his ſboulder.] 

CASIMIR. 

Pale as a corſe ! Tis thus your daughter pleaſes 
me beſt, Your ſeemingly faithful virtuous daughter 
to me was never half ſo lovely. That death-like 
panne. thoſe hopeleſs eyes 
thoſe bloodleſs trembling lips the breath of 
juſtice, which ſpoils the varnith of every lie, has 
dried up the painted colours of her cheek, and 
made the art evident, by which angels of light had 
been deceived! Now does ſhe wear her faireſt com- 
plexion ; now for the firſt time do I ſee her real 
countenance, and will kiſs it for the love of Truth. 


MuNsTER. 


Away ! Begone | Boy! Boy! trifle not with a 
N4 Father's 
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_ Father's heart. I could not defend her from your 
flattery and ſeduction, but ] ſtill am able to defend 
her from ill uſage, 8 

_ Cas1MIR. 

What wouidſt thou do, old man? With thee 
have I no buſineſs. Engage not thyſelf in a game 
already loſt ſo totally. Yet perhaps thou haſt been 
wiſer than I thought thee. Haſt thou employed 
the wiſdom of ſixty years in proſtituting thy daugh- 
ter's honour ? Haſt thou diſgraced thoſe hoary 
locks with the office of a Pandar? Oh! if it be 
not ſo, wretched old man, lay thyſelf down, and 
die! Yet is it time: yet mayſt thou ſleep in the 
ſweet perſuaſion, © I am an happy father!“ Wait 
but a moment, and it will be too late : wait but a 
moment, and thine own hand will ſend to her in- 
fernal home this poiſonous adder ; thou wilt curſe 
the gift, and him that gave it, and fink to the 
grave in blaſphemy and deſpair! [T9 Julia.] 
Speak, Unfortunate, ſpeak ! Didſi thou write this 


letter ? | 
MuxsrER. [| Anxiorfly.] 


For God's fake ! Daughter, ſorget not! Oh! 
forget not! 


JorLra. 
[In a voice ſcarcely audible.] 
That letter, Father! Oh! that letter. 
CASIMIR. | 
0 you grieve, that it fell into other hands than 
. his 
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his to whom you ſent it? No bleſſed be the ao- 
cident! It has produced greater effects than the 
moſt conſummate prudence ever did; it has done 
me a ſervice to-day, which the wiſdom of ſages 
were unable to effect. Accident, did I fay ? Pro- 
vidence decrees the death of a ſparrow, why not 
the unmaſking of a fiend? Speak. Girl, I will 
be anſwered. Didſt thou write this letter? 


| | MounsTes. 
Ty Julia in a tone of entreaty, while ſbe riſes, and 
ſupports herſelf upon his arm.] 
Courage, my Child. Anfwer any thing but 
« Yes,” and the victory is your own. 


| CASIMIR. 

Excellent ! Excellent ! The Father too is de- 
.ceived ! All, all are deceived by her ! Look, how 
the perfidious ſtands there, teaching her tongue 
obedience to its laſt lie! Anſwer me, falſe-one ! 
J adjure thee, by the Almighty God ! by him who 
is ſo terribly true! Anſwer me immediately ! Didſt 
thou write this letter? 

JuL1a. 
rhe ſeems io combat with herſelf, to be agitated by 
the moſt violent emotions, and to entreat ber Fa- 
ther's pity by ſupplicating looks. At length ſbe 
 ferives to ſummon up her reſolution, and after a long 
pauſe replies in a low but fteady voice,] 

I did. [ Munſter, who had waited impatiently 
/ or ber anſiver, claſps his hands together in deſpair, 

throws 
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throws himſelf into the ſeat, and conceals his face upon 
tbe table.] 


| "PRs 

[Stands petrified for ſome moments.] | 
Julia. . . No. So ſure as my ſoul liveth, 
thou doſt not ſpeak true. Innocence, when ex- 
tended on the rack, often confeſſes crimes which it 
never has committed, I confuſed thee ; I ſpoke 
too paſſionately. Is it not ſo, Julia? Thou didſt 

but confeſs, becauſe I ſpoke too paſſionatel ) 2 


JoLA. 

1 . the truth. 

CAS IIR. 

No, 1 tell thee! No! no! Thou didſt not 
write the letter! It is not thy hand !—And even 
though it were; why ſhould it be leſs difficult to 
counterfeit a writing than to break the heart of a 
man ? Speak once more, Julia. Tell me tbe truth. 
| —Yet do not, do not! Thou mayſt again confeſs, 
and then I were loſt for ever. A lie, Julia 
„ Oh! If thou didſt but know one 
now ! If thou wouldſt utter it with that open an- 
gel look ! If thou wouldſt but perſuade my ear 
and eye! If thou wouldſt but again deceive my 
heart ſo monſtroufly ! Oh! Julia! The ſound of 
that lie would baniſh Truth from the creation, bid 
her bow her ſtiff neck, and with that ſhe were 
Falſchood ! | In a trembling broken voice] Didſt 


thou write this letter? 
- JULIA. 
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Jura. 
By the Almighty God! By him who is ſo ter- 


ribly true! I did. 
CAsiulR. 


[ After a pauſe, with the expreſſion of the moſt heart- 
elt forrow.]| 

Woman! Woman'!——How fiend-like is the 
countenance now preſented to my eyes! Offer 
that countenance and paradiſe together, and even 
in the regions of the damned thou wilt find no 
purchaſer. Didſt thou know what thou wert to 
me, Julia? Impoſſible ! No; thou didſt not know, 
that thou wert my all. My all ! 'Tis a poor in- 
comprehenſive word! Oh ! what thou wert to me, 
the world would diſſolve ere I could enumerate ! 
Oh ! what thou wert to me, eternity itſelf is not 
able to conceive! Yes; thou wert my all! And 
to ſport ſo cruelly with that all! Oh! it was dread- 
ful ! dreadful ! dreadful ! | Beating his forebead.] 


Jura. 
» [Speaking with difficulty.] 

You have heard my conſeſſion.— ] have pro- 
nounced my own condemnation.— Leave me, 
my Lord. Fly from an houſe . . . , . where you 
have found nothing but misfortunes. 


Carmi | 
You are right. I will retire, I will content my- 
ſelf, and be calm. Calm, they ſay, the miſerable 
land is, through which the plague has paſſed. I 
am 
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am contented. I am calm. —Yet ere I go, Julia, 
one laſt requeſt ! "Tis a trifle, and you will grant 
it eaſily. My blood is on fire! I almoſt die with 
thirſt ! Julia, let me once more drink from a cup 
which thy hands have filled. Will you oblige me, 
Julia? [ Julia -bows in filence, and goes out haſtily, 
feriving to conceal her tears. | 


SCENE III. 
| CasiMIrR, MUNSTER. 


[Cafinur walks backwards and forwards with a diſ- 
ordered air. Munſter conſiders him for ſome time 


with Iooks of pity. After a pauſe, be ſpeaks.] 


MuxsTER. 


Would to God! my Lord, that it could alle- 
viate your diſtreſs, to know how ſincerely I ſhare 
in it, how ſincerely I feel for your ſituation ! 


| = CASIMIR. 

I thank you, my good friend, but take no heed. 
Every thing will ſoon. be well. Silence again 
* for ſome moments. | Munſter, I forget what acci- 
dent firſt introduced me to your houſe. What 
brought me hither ? 

n MuxsrEk. 
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| MunsTER. 
Tow, Baron? Cannot you remember? You 
came to take leſſons upon the flute. 


CASIMIR. 
It was then I firſt ſaw your daughter. Ano ber 
pauſe. Friend, you have broken your agree- 
ment with me ; you ſhould have ſupplied me with 
amuſement for my leifure hours ; you betrayed 
me, and fold me ſcorpions. [ Obſerving Mun- 
fler's agitation, he takes his hand affefionately.] 
Tremble not, good old man, the fault was none of 
yours, | 
MouxsTtR. | WViping bis eyes.] 
God knows, it was not! 
CASMMIR, 
LP averſing the room, plunged in the maſt gloomy 
meditation. | 
* Strangely, Oh ! beyond conception ſtrangely, 
does God govern poor mortals. How often do 
fearful weights hang upon threads fine and imper- 
ceptible ! Weak and indurable are the chains of 
life. How caſily docs Death... . . Ha! Death? 
[ He walks a few more turns : then flops ſud- 
denly, and graſps Munſter's hand.] Friend, I have 
paid dearly for thy leſſons. They have loft me 
every thing, and they have gained thee nothing: 
perhaps thou muſt loſe every thing thyſelf, — 
[ Qritling bini haſtily. | Ill- ſtarred man, would I had 
never ſcen thee ! 


1 
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MonsTzr, 
[Striving to repreſs his feelings. 

Julia is not coming. Permit me to enquire, 
what makes her ſtay fo long. 

7 ___ Cas1mis, | 

Stay, good Munſter. There is no cauſe to 
haſten her. ¶ Aſide.] At leaſt her father has none. 
Stay here a moment: I would aſk ſomewhat 


n Aye, I remember me. Is Julia your 
only daughter? Have you no other child? 
MunsTER. 


No other, my Lord ; and I wiſh for no other. 
Her love is ſufficient to fill my whole heart, and on 
her have I placed my whole ſtock of affection. 


| CasimiR. [Much agitated. 
Indeed ? Good Munſter, ſee what makes 


your daughter ſtay. 


[Exit Munſter. | 


SCENE IV. 


Wks CASIMIR. 

His only child! Doſt thou feel that, murderer ? 
His only one! Murderer, didſt thou hear, his 
only-one ? The man has nothing in God's wide 
world but his harp, and that only-one ; and wilt 
thou rob him of her ? 

2 Roh 
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Rob him? Rob the ſick beggar of his laſt poor 
farthing? Break beſore the eyes of the maimed 
his only crutch? How? Have I the heart to do 
it? And when he haſtens home, impatient to rec- 
kon in his daughter's ſmiles the whole ſum of his 
happineſs; and when he enters the chamber, and 
there lies the roſe, his laſt, his only cheriſhed hope, 
faded, dead, wantonly, cruſhed beneath the aſſaſſin's 
foot !——Ha! And there he ſtands before her! 
and gazes on her bloodleſs cheeks! and craves 
from all nature one moment's breath of life for that 
dear one | — Then when his vacant eye wanders 
through the gloom of futurity, ſeeks for God, finds 
him no where, and returns diſappointed and de- 
ſpairing !—God ! God ! and has not my Father 
too an only Child? Aye, Caſimir ; an only Child, 
but not his only treaſure. | Paigſing.] Yet what 
will the old man loſe ? She who could jeſt with 
the moſt ſacred feelings of love, will ſhe make 
a Father happy? She cannot! She will not! 
Munſter, I deſerve your thanks, when I cruſh the 
adder, ere the parent feels its ſting. 


SCENE 


| 


192 THE MINISTER : 


SCENE V. 
Caſimir, Munſter. 


MunsTtR. 


She will come inſtantly, Baron. Alas ! the poor 
thing had thrown herſelf upon the floor, and ſob- 
bed as if her heart was breaking! Your drink will 
be mingled with her tears. 


CASIMIR. 

Well would it be for her, were it mingled with 
nothing more than tears. Munſter, we were ſpeak-. 
ing of muſic, I remember that I am ſtill in your 
debt. ¶ Taking out a purſe. | | 
18 MuNsrER. 

What mean you, my Lord, by mentioning ſuch 


: a trifle? Do not ſo far affront me, as to think that 


can doubt your generoſity. Leave it till another 
time, I beſeech you. I hope in God, this meeting 
will not be our laſt. 
| CASIMIR, 
For that can no one anſwer. Take your money, 
man; take it freely, Who can aſcertain the boun- 
daries of life and death? ** I not expire in 


your debt ? 
MuNSTER. 


Certainly, my Lord, it is poſſible that you might; 
| but 
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but upon this head, I think that I ſhould run no 


| riſque. 
CasmIR, 


You would run the greateſt, Munſter. Have 
you not heard that youths have died in their very 
ſpring of life ? that damſels and youths have died, 
the children of hope, the airy caſtles of their diſap- 
pointed parents ? That which is ſafe from age and 
worms has often periſhed by a thunderbolt. Even 
your Julia is not immortal. 

| MuNSTER. 

God gave her tv me, and God may take her 

away; but yet 
CASIMIR, 

Hear me ! I ſay to you again, your Julia is not 
Immortal. This daughter is the apple of your 
eye; you hang upon this daughter with your 
whole heart and foul. Be prudent, Munſter : none 
but a deſperate gameſter ſets his all upon a ſingle 
throw : the merchant would be called a madman, 
who placed his whole fortune upon a fingle ſhip. 
Think upon this, and remember that I warned you, 
Now take your purſe. 4 

| MunSTER. 
| | How, Baron, how ? The whole of it? The 
whole all-powerful purſe ? What are you doing, 
my Lord? What can you mean ? 


CASIMIR, 
To acquit my debt. Take it, I ſay, take it. I 
O cannot 


| 
| 


| 
* 
| 
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SCENE V. 
Caſimir, Munſter. 


MouxnsTtR. 


She will come inſtantly, Baron. Alas ! the poor 
thing had thrown herſelf upon the floor, and ſob- 
bed as if her heart was breaking ! Your drink will 
be mingled with her tears. 


"in. 

Well would it be for her, were it mingled with 

nothing more than tears. Munſter, we were ſpeak- 

ing of muſic, I remember that I am till in your 
debt. [Taking out a purſe. ] 


MouNsTER. 
What mean you, my Lord, by mentioning ſuch 
a trifle? Do not ſo far affront me, as to think that 
I can doubt your generoſity. Leave it till another 
time, I beſeech you. I hope in God, this meeting 
will not be our laſt, [919 | 
CasIMIR, 

For that can no one anſwer. Take your money, 
man; take it freely. Who can aſcertain the boun- 
daries of life and death ? Might I not expire in 


your debt? 
. MuNSTER. 


Certainly, my Lord, it is poſſible that you might; 
| | but 
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but upon this head, I think that I ſhould run no 
riſque. 
CASIMIR, 

You would run the greateſt, Munſter. Have 
you not heard that youths have died in their very 
ſpring of life ? that damſels and youths have died, 
the children of hope, the airy caſtles of their diſap- 
pointed parents ? That which is ſafe from age and 
worms has often periſhed by a thunderbolt. Even 
your Julia is not immortal. 


MUNSTER. 

God gave her to me, and God may take her 

away; but yet 
CASIMIR, 

Hear me ! I ſay to you again, your Julia is not 
immortal. This daughter is the apple of your 
eye; you hang upon this daughter with your 
whole heart and ſoul. Be prudent, Munſter : none 
but a deſperate gameſter ſets his all upon a ſingle 
throw : the merchant would be called a madman, 
who placed his whole fortune upon a ſingle ſhip. 
Think upon this, and remember that I warned you. 
Now take your purſe. N 

| MunsTER. 
| | How, Baron, how ? The whole of it? The 
whole all-powerful purſe ? What are you doing, 
my Lord? What can you mean ? 


CAsIMIR. 
To acquit my debt. Take it, I ſay, take it. I 
O cannot 
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cannot hold the droſs to eternity. [Throwing the 
purſe upon the table. | 
MunsTER, 
[Takes it up, opens it, and drops it again with aſto- 
mfbment.] 

God Almighty! Gold! Gold! Baron! Baron! 
For the love of Heaven, Baron, are you mad? Are 
you raving? This is profuſion! This is wanton ex- 
travagance! ¶Striłing his hands together.) There 
it lies! There, there it lies! If Jam not bewitched 
cd If it is not a deluſion... . . There it lies, 
the ſhining glorious gold of God! No, Satan, 
no ! there ſhall it lie for me : thou ſhalt not pur- 

chaſe my ſoul with it ! 

| Casris. 
Are you diftracted, Munſter ? 
| MUNSTER, Laab. 
Death and furies ! but look yourſelf then. Look ! 
ok! It is gold ! 
a Cas xxx. 


J know it is. 
VWunsTER. 


But in God's name, Baron, I befeech you 
J entreat you for our bleſſed Saviour's ſake . 
Think, think again! —It is gold! I ch 4 i5 


gold ! 
CASIMIR. 


why does that ni wonder ? 


MuNSsTER. 
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MuxsrER. 
[ After a pauſe, going to him, and ſpeaking in a calmer 
voice.] 


Noble Baron, I am a plain downright man. Take 
back your purſe, for you needs muſt give it to pur- 
chaſe my agreement to ſome knayery. Heaven 
knows, that ſo much gold can be earned by no ho- 
neſt means. 

CAsIxIX. 


Take courage, worthy Munſter! You have well 
deſerved the money. God forbid, that I ſhould 


uſe it to the corruption of your conſcience ! 


MuxsrER. [Vild with joy.) 

It is mine then4 Mine indeed! Mine with the 
knowledge and conſent of God ! [ Haſtening to 
the door.) Daughter, wife, hither, hither, hither ! 
[Returning to Caſimir. | But for Heaven's ſake, 
how am I at once poſſeſſed of all this precious tor- 
turing treaſure ? How have I deſerved it? How 
haye I earned it ? 


CASIMIR. 


Not by your muſic- leſſons, Munſter. With this 
gold do I pay you for.... [Se ſuddenty, 
and ſhudders : then ftrives to conceal his emotion.) I 
pay you for my three months' happy dream of your 
daughter | | 

MuxsTER. 
[Taking his hand, and preſſing it affedtionately.] 
Oh! my Lord | were you ſome poor and low- 
02 born 
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born tradeſman, and did not my daughter love you, 
I would pierce her heart myſelf, | Returning 
10 the gold, and laying his hand upon it.] Now 
then I have all ;—but you have nothing. Should 
you, accuſtomed to eyery luxury, feel the evils of 


F 
.. 


Let not that thought diſtreſs you, friend. I am 
quitting this country, and in that to which I jour- 
ney, I ſhould find no currency for this coin, 


MuNnsTER. 

(Syn fixing his eyes in rapture upon the money.] 

Mine then it remains! Mine for ever !|—Yet it 
grieves me, that you are quitting Brunſwic.—But 
now how dignified ſhall I appear! What reſpect 
will the neighbours pay me! I will give my leſſons 
gratis upon the Market-place. I will throw open 
my doors to all comers. The hungry ſhall find 
meat at my table, and the friendleſs a friend in 
my heart. I will away inſtantly, and the poor ſhall 
rejoice in my good fortune. | Gomg.) FE 

CASIMIR, 

Stay, Munſter. Be ſilent, and gather up your 
gold. {Mpfteriouſly.] Let your fudden wealth 
be a ſecret for this evening, and to-morrow do with 
it what you will. | 


MounsTER. 


Returns, and graſps Caſimir's hand full inward 


J.] 
And my daughter, Baron, my daughter! No, 


no! 


A TRAGEDY. 197 


no! Gold cannot make me happy: no, gold alone 
cannot. I have fed on vegetables, and riſen from 
the board full and contented; let the food be what 
it will, enough is ever enough. This cloak, though 
coarſe, was good enough for me, while it ſhielded 
me from the winter's cold, while the ſummer's ſun 
ſcorched me not through the tatters. What then 
thould I with money? To me it is mere droſs. 
But my Julia! my child! ſhe ſhall feel the value 
of wealth. Its bleſſing ſhall fall upon my daughter : 
I will read her wiſhes in her eyes, and every wiſh 
ſhall be gratified. 
__ Cao, 
Oh! ſilence ! filence ! 
MonsTER. 

And the ſhall have maſters of all forts; and 
ſhall feed from gold; and ſhall wear the coſtlieſt 
robes ; and ſhall ſparkle in the moſt brilliant jew- 
els; and all Brunſwic ſhall talk of the harper's glo- 
rious daughter! 


CASIMIR, 
[ Agitated to exceſs, and in a terrible voice. 
No more, no more ! For God's ſake touch not 
that ſtring again ! Be but ſecret for this one night ; 
*tis the only favour that I aſk in return for mine, 
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SCENE VI. 


| ys Munſter, Julia with a * 


Juri. 
- eyes are ſtvelled with weeping, and her voice 
trembles, while ſbe preſents the cup to Caſimir.] 
Forgive me, for having made you wait ſo long. 


An unavoidable delay...... 


| CAsiuiR. 
F the cup haſtily, places it on the table, and turns 
| to Munſter. | 
I had almoſt forgotten. Good Munſter, I have 
a requeſt to make. Will you undertake a com- 
miſſion for me ? | 
5 MunsTER. 
A thouſand with pleaſure. What are your com- 
mands ? 
CASIMIR, 
My Father waits ſupper for me, but I am not in 
a fit humour for ſociety : twould be inſupportable 
to me at preſent to mingle with indifferent people. 
Will you go to my Father, and excuſe my not ap- 


pearing ? 
: Jour. 
[Terri ified, interrupts him baftily.] - 


Iwill go with pleaſure. 


MunsTzer. [To Caſimir.] 


Muſt I aſk for the Count ? 
8 CASIMIR, 
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CASIMIR. 

It will not be neceſſary. Give your meſſage to 
one of the ſervants, who wait in the anti-chamber. 
Here is my ring ; you will deliyer it as a token that 
I ſent you, and you will find me ſtill here when 
you return, Enquire whether my Father has any 
commands, and bring me back the anſwer. 


Jour IA. [ Anzioufy.] 
Cannot I deliver your meſſage? 


CASIMIR, 
[To Munſter, who 1s going. 

Stay one moment. Here is a letter to my Fa- 
ther, which I received this evening incloſed in one 
to myſelf. Probably the contents are of importance. 
It fixes the deſtination of ſome people, who are not 
totally indifferent to him. You will take care that 
tis delivered? 

MunsTER. | Going. ] 
Do not doubt me. 
Jour, 
[Stopping him, and ſpeaking in a tone of the moſt ex- 
quifite terror. | 
Do not go, Father! Do not go ! Let me carry 


the letter ! 
MouNnSsTER. 


It is night, my Child ! and you muſt not venture 
out alone. Fear not; I ſhall return immediately. 
[ Ext, 

04 CASIMIR. 
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CasimiR. | Ina broken voice.] 
| You forget that tis dark, Julia. Will you not 
light your Father down ?—| Julia takes a candle, and 
follows Munſter. Caſimir approaches the table, takes 
out a n and pours ſome drops into the goblet. 


CastrNMIR. 
Les! | She muſt die ! The higher powers look 
down, and nod to me their terrible afſent. The 


vengeance of Heaven ſubſcribes to my decree. Her 
good angels forſake her, and leave her to her fate! 


SCENE VII. 
Caſimir, Julia. 


[Julia re- enters lowly with the light ; ſbe places it on 
the table, and flops on the fide of the room oppoſite 
10 Cafimir : ber eyes are fixed on the ground, ex- 
cept when ſbe raiſes them to him with fearful ftolen 
glances. He ſeems not to obſerve her, but flands 
looking ftedfaſtly on the earth, his arms folded, and 
his countenance gloomy and frowning. Julia at 
length breaks filence, but ſpeaks with heſitation. | 


Jura. 
You are fond of muſic, my Lord ; ſhall I take 
my harp? 
[ Caſimir makes no anfwer.] 
pe Ao JoLia, 
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| Jura. 

Perhaps you would prefer cheſs ; ſhall I bring 
the board ? 

[He is flill filent.] 
Jura. 

You may remember that I promiſed to embroi- 
der your letter-caſe; I have begun it already.. 
Will you ſee what progreſs I have made ? 

[ Another long pauſe. | 


Jura. 


[With a deep figh.] 
Oh! I am very wretched ! 


CASIMIR. 
[ Without changing his attitude.) 
That may well be. 


JuLIia. 
Would I could find you better entertainment ! 
But that lies not in my power. 


CASIMIR, 
[With an inſulting laugh. | 
True, true; I know it well. If I am too baſh- 
ful and too diſtant, how canſt thou help it? 


Jura. 

I was conſcious that at preſent we are unfit com- 
panions. Nay, I confeſs that I could not but feel 
terrified, when my Father left us alone. I believe, 
Baron, that this moment is equally inſupportable 
to us both, Permit me to ſend for ſome of my ac- 

quaintance 
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quaintance ; they may entertain you till my Father's 
return. 
CASIMIR. 
Oh! aye; do it; and I too will ſend for ſome 


of mine. n 
Jur IA. 


[ Looking at him with ſurpriſe.] 
Baron Roſenberg ! 
Casmrs. 
[ In a ſpiteful and inſolent tone.) 

By my honour, the moſt fortunate idea that in 
our ſituation could ever enter mortal brain ! You 
are right, Julia. Let us change this weariſome duet 
into ſport and merriment, and by the aid of cer- 
tain gallantrics revenge ourſelyes on the caprices 


* love. 
Juri. 


Tour ſpirits are high, my Lord. 
CASIMIR, 

Oh! wonderfully high! I feel fo cheerful, fo 
light-hearted, that children would hoot me through 
the Market-place for a madman ! I was once an 
abſurd melancholy enthuſiaſt : fear me not, Julia ; 
I will be fo no more. Thy example has converted 
me: from thee will I take leſſons of happineſs and 
wiſdom. They are fools who prate of endleſs af- 
fection: to love always the ſame grows flat and in- 
ſipid : variety alone gives zeſt to pleaſure. "Tis 


ane 2 and I think as thou doſt. Let us fly 
from 
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from diſſipation to diſſipation; let us wander from 
vice to vice ; thou to that fide, I to this. I may, 
perhaps, recover my loſt tranquillity in ſome bro- 
thel. Perhaps, when our lieentious race is run, 
and we become two mouldering ſkeletons, Chance 
again may bring us together, and we may recog- 
nize each other by Diſeaſe's common features, a 
mother whom her children can never diſavow. 
Then, perhaps, diſguſt and ſhame may preſerve 
that union between us, which could not be effected 
by the moſt tender love. 


Jura. 
Oh! Caſimir! Caſimir! Thou art already 
miſerable ; wilt thou befides deſerve to be ſo ? 


CASIMIR. 
[ Murmuring through his teeth, which are clenched 
in all the agony of paſſion. ] 

Am I miſerable ? Who told thee that? Woman, 
thou art too vile to feel thyſelf ; then how canſt 
thou judge of the feelings of others? Miſerable, 
did the fay ? Ha! that word would call my anger 
from the grave! She knew that I muſt be miſera- 
ble. Hell and damnation ! ſhe knew it, and yet be- 
trayed me ! Hear me, Serpent ! Thou haſt effaced 
the only blot of mercy in my nature : thine own 
evidence has condemned thee. Till now I thought, 
that weakneſs of intelle& might have forbidden thy 
conceiving the conſequence of thy crime, and thou 
hadſt nearly eſcaped my vengeance in my con- 
tempt. | He takes the goblet Baſtily from the table.] 

Thou 
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Thou didſt not obey then the dictates of impru- 
dence ?. Thou wert not then ignorant, how atro- 
cious was the act ? Its guilt was known to thee, 
and yet thou wert a devil! [ He drinks, but 
Hops ſuddenly.) What haſt thou given me? Haſt 
thou thrown poifon in the cup ? If it be poiſon, 
thou ſhalt ſhare it with me. Drink! | 
JoLth. 
[ Taking the cup with a melancholy, but unſuſpicious 
air. 

Alas! his ſenſes wander! It was not vainly that 

I dreaded this interview. 


CastixR. [ Holenily.] 
Drink! Drink! I ſay. [Julia drinks. The mo- 
ment that ſhe raiſes the cup to her lips, Caſimir turns 
pale, ruſbes to the other end of the chamber, and ſup- 


ports himſelf againſt the window-frame.] 


JoLia. 
[Replacing the goblet on the table.] 


I have drank. The liquor was good. 
CasIMIR. 


His face averted, and ſbuddering.) 
Good may it do thee ! B 


JorIA. 
Oh! couldſt thou know, Roſenberg, how cru- 
elly, how unjuſtly thou haſt inſulted me.. 
CASIMIR, 


Indeed ! 


A TRAGEDY, 205 


Juri. 
There will come a time, Caſimir . 


CasimirR. | Advancing.] 
That time will ſoon be here. 


JoLia. | 
When the remembrance of this evening ſhall 
fall heavy upon your heart! 


CASIMIR, 

[17h agitation which increaſes every moment, looſens 
the girdle of his ſword, and throws it from bim. 
Hence from me, badge of mortal ſervitude ! I 

am no more for this world. 


Jura. 
[ Terrified at his violence.] 
| My God! what mean you? 


CASIMIR. 
I am hot. I pant for breath. The girdle was a 
reſtraint to me, and I would be more at freedom. 


JuL1a. 


You are ill, Caſimir ! Drink once again. The. 


liquor will cool you. 


Cas IIR. 
That will it effeQtually, Yet the ſtrumpet is 
kind-hearted ! Aye, aye, they are all fo. 
Julia. 
[ Taking his hand aſfectionately.] 
Thus cruelly ſpeaks Caſimir to his Julia ? 
_ Cain, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
[ 


be compelled to ſilence ! 
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CASIMIR. 
[Throwing ber roughly from him. 
Away ! Away ! Hence with thoſe gentle melt- 


ing eyes! They fink me to the earth. Come to 


me, Snake, in all thy monſtrous terrors! Spring 
upon me, Scorpion, and dart thy ſting into my bo- 
ſom ! Expoſe before me thy hideous folds, and 
rear thy proud creſt to heaven ! Stand before my 
eyes, horrible as formerly when the abyſs of hell 
was thy abode ! But be no more an angel! Oh! 
be now an angel no more ! It is too late. Thy 
time is paſt. I muſt cruſh hee like a ſerpent, or 
reſign myſelf to everlaſting deſpair. Oh! pity 
me, pity me, and look not fo fair, fo innocent 
Jorra. [B tears.] 
God ! that it ſhould come to this ! 


CASIMIR. 

[Gazing upon Ver.] | 
The faireſt work of the heavenly Maker ! Who 
would believe it? Who can believe it? ¶ Taking 
her hand.] I will not call thee to account, Oh! 
God, my Creator! Vet wherefore didit thou pour 
thy poiſon into ſuch precious cups? Can this beau- 
teous paradiſe be indeed the abode of vice: Ob! 

it is ſtrange ! ſtrange ! ſtrange ! 

Jurta. | 4/ide. | 

Oh ! cruel, cruel, that I muſt hear this, and yet 


CAS TIIR. 
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CASIMIR, 4 

And that melodious voice]! How can broken 
chords diſcourſe ſuch harmony ? [ Gazing rap- 
turoufly upon her figure. | Every part ſo lovely! fo 
juſtly proportioned ! ſo divinely perfect! Through- 
out the whole ſuch evident tokens, that 'twas God's 
favourite work ! By Heaven, as if the great Uni- 
verſe had been made but to practiſe the Creator, 
ere he undertook this maſter-piece ! And in the 
ſoul alone has the Almighty failed? Is it poſſible, 
that this reproachful neglect in nature ſhould have 
paſſed unblamed? | Quitting her haftily. | Or did God 
by miftake beſtow an angel's form on a mortal, 
and reQify the profuſion of his chiſſel, by giving 
her the more deviliſh an heart ? 


Jura. 
Oh! man! Oh! guilty obſtinacy! Rather than 
confeſs that yourſelf can be wrong, you accuſe the 
wiſdom of Heaven! 


CaSIMIR, 
[ Weeping, claſps her paſſionately in his arms. | 
Yet embrace me once more, my Julia | Yet em- 
brace me once again as on the day of our firſt Kiſs, 
when the name of Caſimir firſt trembled on thy 
burning lips, and thy heavenly voice repeated, 
while I held thee to my boſom, Mine! Mine! 
Oh! Mine!” In that moment, as flowers in a 
bud, ſeemed treaſured the ſeeds of everlaſting in- 
_ expreſlible pleaſures : like a fair May morn ſeemed 
Eternity 
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Eternity to my eyes: golden centuries of centuries 
| danced away, like brides, before me. Then I was 
happy! Oh! Julia! Julia! Julia! Why haſt thou 
made me wretched ? Why haſt thou uſed me thus? 


JuLta. 


' Weep, Caſimir, weep ! Better do I merit your 
compaſſion, than your wrath. 


CASIMIR, 


Thou art deceived, Julia, Theſe tears flow not 
for thee! they flow not from that warm voluptuous 
dew which trickles like balſam on the wounds of 
the ſoul, They are ſolitary chilling drops! They 
ſpeak the fearful, the eternal farewell of my love 
[ Graſping ber hand, and looking upon her earneſtly.] 
They are tears for thy ſoul, Julia ! tears for the 
Deity, who from thee alone has withheld his in- 
exhauſtible benevolence, and ' wantonly throws 
away the nobleſt of his works. Oh ! methinks the 
whole univerſe ſhould clothe itſelf in black, and 
weep over the ſcene now acting in its centre. Tis 
but a common ſorrow, when men periſh, and Pa- 
radiſe is loſt ; but when the plague rages among 
angels, then woe ſhould be ſhrieked Vn the 
whole wide creation 

JorIA. | 

Drive me not to extremities, Caſimir. ] have 
fortitude equal to that of others, but it muſt not be 
put to ſupernatural proofs. Roſenberg, one word, 


and then let us part for ever. An untoward dread- 
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ful fatality has confuſed the language of our hearts. 
Dared I to uncloſe my lips, Caſimir, I could ſay 
ſuch things! I could... But no! I muſt not 
ſpeak. An inhuman obſtacle forbids at once my 
love and vindication ; and I muſt ſuffer in filence, 
though I hear myſelf called by names, to my feel- 
ings the moſt injurious, by my conduct the moſt 
undeſeryed ! 


CasnE. 
Art thou well, Julia ? 


Joi. 
Why that queſtion ? 
CASIMIR... 
It would grieve me, ſhouldſt thou die with this 
lie upon thy lips. T4 
Jura. 1 
1 beſeech you, Baron . 


Canin. 

[ Interrupting her ſuddenly.) 
No, no! That would make my revenge too fiend- 
like! No ! God forbid that I ſhould extend my 
anger beyond the grave ! Julia, didſt thou love 
the Marſhal ? Tho wilt never leave this chamber 
more! 

Fuoria. (Stthig down] © 
Aſk what thou wilt; I give no further anſwer, 


Cas 
L a folemn voice. J 
Julia! Julia! Lock to 3 ſoul l Didi 
thou 
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thou love the Marſhal ? Thou wilt neyer 2 
this chamber avore ! bqil ver SK 
for um 1 lo! Jovi. 

1 anfivr n not again. 


Cas, 
Erik“ Mae! on bis knees before her in the met 
dreadful agitation.] 

Julia ! Didſt thou love the Marſhal ? Before 
this light burns out, thou wilt land before the 
throne of God! : 

Ve: 14. 
[Starting from her ſeat in rer, 

Jeſus! what ſaid he? And J feel ſo ill 1 ſo 
ill! [She falls back into her chair. ] N51 


CASIMIR. 

Already ? Woe to thee, woman, thou. eternal 
riddle ! Thoſe delicate nerves can ſupport crimes 
which manhood trembles to mention; yet one 
poor x7 of arſenic — 2 them at once 

nod. Ju A. * 

Pain | Poiton! Oh! gracious, gracious God ! 
| . eee GASINIBL in Cn 

"0s fo it is. Devils have dropped theſe Gow 
in yonder goblet; thou haſt, drank from it thy 

f 


death! al or vin 1 : Hiw uot} d A. 
a eg 


Death? Death? n heavenly Father! 
Poiſon in my drink]! And to die! Oh! pity my 


' wretched ſoul, God, thou A- merciſul!ü 


CASIMIR, 
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CASIMIR, 

Aye, be that thy chief concern : I will j join thee 
in the prayer. 

JurIA. 

And my mother !—My father too Saviour of 
the world, my poor loſt father! Is there then no 
hope? Am I fo young, and yet is there no hope? 
And muſt I to the grave thus early ? 


CASIMIR, 
There is no > hope: thus early muſt thou to the 
grave. But be calm, for we ſhall go together. 


JorLa. 
Thou too, Caſimir ? Poiſoned ? And poiſoned 


by thee ? Oh ! God forgive him! God, the par- 
doner, lay not this crime to his charge ! 


CASIMIR. | 

Look to your own account : I fear me, it looks 

badly. 
Joria. 

[Rig with difficulty, and ſlaggering towards him.] 

Cafimir !—Cafimir !—Oh !-I can now be no 
longer ſilent. Death . . . . . Death abſolves all 
oaths—Cafimir ! Heaven and earth know no- 
thing ſo unfortunate as thou art. I die innocent, 
Caſimir. | 


Ek Cas. [Terrifed.] 
How ? What ſayeſt thou? —— In thy laſt 

your wilt thou ſtill utter falſehoods? 1 

P 2 JvrIA. 


fried: WS. = 
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Fora. | 
I have uttered no falſchood . have uttered 
nne have never through my whole life pre- 
yaricated but once That was . . . . . . Oh ! what 
an icy coldneſs makes my veins ſhiver That 
was. . . . When I wrote the letter which lies there. 


| CASIMIR. 
Ha ! That letter? Bleſſed be God, I am myſelf. 
again ! 
JuLIA. 


[ Her voice every moment becomes more indiſtinct. She 
ſhivers, and her fingers tremble with a conoulſve 
motion. | 
That letter Prepare yourſelf to hear a 

dreadful word !——My band wrote what my heart 

condemned.—It was dictated by your father 

[ Caſimir flarts, and ſeems petrified with horror. Af 

ter a long dead ſilence, be falls upon the floor, as if 

frruck by ligbining. Julia, growing weaker and weaker, 
ſupports herſelf by the table, and continues,) Oh! 
that unfortunate miſtake !——Cafimir !-—— was 
compelled . . . . . Pardon me! Oh ! pardon me 

— Thy Julia would have. died willingly to preferve 

thee hers ; but my father Alis life e 

CASIMIR. 

[S tarting ſuddenly from the ground, and fue Bis 
feord, which lies near bim. 

God be thanked fill eel not the put t 


ſects. 


| 
| 
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ſects. The villain ſhall not eſcape unpuniſhed ! 


[Gomg. ] a 
„ JULIA. F 
[Muftering up her flrength, ruſhes towards him, and 
throws herſelf into his arms. | 

Stay, Caſimir ! Leave me not, Caſimir ! What 
wouldſt thou do? Remember he is thy 
father! 

CASIMIR, 


[In the impulſe of unbridled fury.] 


Murderer and parricide | He muſt with me, Ju- | 


lia! He muſt with me, that the Judge of the world 
may know the real culprit. Father, I come !— 
[ Hoftening away. ] 
JuLiA. 
[ Detaining him. Her voice for a moment becomes 
clear and ftrong. | 
Stay, I charge thee !—Pardoning his murderers, 
died my Saviour on the croſs : may God pardon 
thee, and thy father ! | Her voice fails again.] Ca- 
ſimir ! Thou wilt be mine again! | Embra- 
cing him.]—We ſhall meet in heaven !—Caſfimir ! 
Oh! farewell! [She unlocks her arms from bim, 
ſinks upon the floor, and expires.] 
CASIMIR. 
[ Perceiving her in the convulfions of death, throws 
himfelf diſtraftedly by the body.] 
Stay, Julia, ſtay ! Fly not from me, angel of 
glory. Leben her band, but lets it fall again 
P 3 infantly.] 
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inſtantly.) Cold! colder than ice! Gone for ever! 
Gone, oh! gone! | Starting up ſuddenly.) God 
of my Julia, mercy, mercy. on the moſt ſavage 
of aſſaſſins! Such was her dying prayer. How 
fair, how lovely even in death! Touched with 
compaſſion the deſtroyer paſſed on,and ſpared theſe 
heavenly features. That ſweetneſs was no maſk ; 
even the attacks of death has it refiſted! | After 
a pauſe.) And yet do I feel nothing! Can the vi- 
gour of my youth repel the poiſon ? Unthankful 

care! Such is not my deſign, and this ſecures me] 
[Takes lle goblet, and drinks. ] | 


SCENE VIII. 


Caſimir. Cee: PW VOTER Warbeck, Mine — 
1299 enter rg and in e a 1 


| Covxx. 
14. open letter in his hand, ] | | 
Am I too late? Is it then done ? Caſimir ! My 
Son! My Son! Canft thou have been ſo mad 


Canin. 
| [Throwing the goblet before him. 1 
 Aﬀaaſfin; there lies your anſwer Ie Count 
faatts back, and falls into the arms of a Servant. 
res | | The 
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The ſpectators exchange looks of horror, A long 
pauſe.) 
CounT. 
[ Recovering by degrees from his ftupor.] 
Caſimir ! Caſimir! Why haſt thou uſed me 
thus ? 
CASIMIR, 
- [na tone of mockery. | 
"There you are right, Count. I ſhould firſt have 
aſked the ſtateſman, whether my death would 1 
chime in with his projects! Admirably fine and | 
ſkilful, I confeſs, was the thought of uſing jealouſy 
to break the bond of our hearts! But 'twas 1 
pity, that my furious love could not ſubmit, like a | 
l 
, 


_ wooden puppet, to obey the wires of your intrigues! 
changing his tone.) Father ! 1 die! and die 
by thee ! | 

Count, | 

By me, Caſimir? By me? Oh! righteous, righte- | 
ous God! Will no one ſpeak comfort to a deſpair- 
ing father? | 

' ,,, MunsTzR. [Vi thout. ] 
Let me in!] For God's ſake, let me in I 
CASIMIR, _ 

Hark! Tis Munſter's voice! Count, yon maiden 

was a faint, and here comes one to accuſe you of 


Oo nn | 


— — — — - 
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SCENE IX. 


Count Roſenberg, Caſimir, Warbeck, Servants. Mun- 
fer ruſbes in, followed by Officers of Juſtice, &c. 


MoxsTrs. 
My Child ! My Child ! They fay Death has 
been here. Who is dead? Who is poiſoned! Where 
art thou, my Child ? Where art thou 2 


Cas IuIR. 
[Placing him between the Count and Julia. 3 
Iam innocent, Thank this man for the deed. 


MunsTER. 
| [Throwing himſelf on the body 5 
Oh! Jeſus ! Jeſus! | 291 
| | Casfurx. 

In few words, my Lord, the poſſeſſion of a fa- 
ther begins to be too expenſive. I have been art- 
fully robbed of my life, robbed of it by thee! I 
muſt tremble in the preſence of God, though I 
have never been a villain : but be my final judg- 
ment what it will, mayſt thou have no ſhare of 
my puniſhment ! May my death be forgotten in 
the catalogue of thy crimes! But I have com- 
mitted a murder. [ a loud and fearful 
voice.] A murder, of which on the Day of Judg- 
ment hope not to make me bear alone the burden! 

1432 : Here 
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Here I ſolemnly throw upon thy ſoul the largeſt, 
the moſt hideous part; how thou mayſt clear thy- 
ſelf, be that thy care! [Leading bim to Julia.] 
Look here, barbarian ! Here feaſt thyſelf on the 
deteſted fruits of thy ambition ! Upon this face thy 
name is written in convulſions, and the characters 
ſhall be read by the deſtroying angel! A form like 
this ſhall draw the curtains of thy bed when thou 
fleepeſt, and reach to thee her ice-cold hand! A 
form like this ſhall flit before thy ſoul when thou 
dieſt, and chaſe away thy expiring prayer for mercy! 
A form like this ſhall ſtand by thy grave when thou 
riſeſt, and next to the throne of God when he 


pronounces thy doom! Oh! tremble! tremble! 


tremble ! [ He faints, the ſervants receive him in 
their arms. | 
Count. | Vila) .] 

The poiſon prevails! He dies! [ Extending 
his arms towards heaven.| Judge of the world ! 
Judge of the world! Aſk not theſe ſouls from me! 
[Pointing io Warbeck.) Here ſtands the real 
culprit ; let him account for them ! 


WankECK. [Starimg.] 
Am I the culprit ? Muſt they be required from 


me? 
Cour. 


Monſter, from thee ! Prom thee, accurſed fiend ! 


Thine was the ſerpent's coun]; be thine the vin- 


dication, 
WARBECK, 
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1  WarBrck. | / 
- | [Laughing frigbifully.] 

Mine! Mine! Oh! Excellent! Now I un- 
derſtand the gratitude of devils. Mine, thou 
dull villain ? Was he my ſon ? Was J thy maſter ? 
Mine the vindication ? Yes, by this ſight which 
freezes the marrow in my bones, mine it ſhall be! 
I muſt be loſt myſelf, but thou ſhalt periſh with 
me. Away! Away! Shriek murder through the 
ſtreets! Awaken Juſtice! Bind me, Officers! 
Bear me from hence ! I will diſcover ſecrets whoſe 
bare relation ſhall make the hearer's blood run cold. 
ILGoing.] [| Cofimir begins to come to himſelf.) 

Count. ¶ Detaming him. | 

Stay, madman ! Thou dareſt not execute thy 
threats, 

e WARBECK. | 

[Seizing bim by the hund, and ſhaking it violently.] 

I dare, comrade, I dare ! True, I am mad; my 
madneſs is thy work, and now ſhall my actions be 
a madman's ! Come, murderer, come Arm in 
arm with thee, will I to the bloody ſcaffold ! Arm 
in arm with thee, will I to the darkeſt gloom of 
| hell! Oh! It ſhall be my ſport and pleaſure, vil- 
lain, to be damned with thee ! 

| {The Officers carry him ad ] 
| MunsTzR, | 


on. is * upon Julia's corſe in filent anguiſh, 
ftarts 
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ftarts ſuddenly up, and throws the purſe before Ca- 

fimir's feet.] | 

Poiſoner, take back your accurſed gold! Gaye 
you it to purchaſe my child's liſe? Thou haſt cheat- 


ed me, villain ! Oh ! worlds were not equal to the 
price ! [ Ruſbes diſtraftedly from the chamber. 


CASIMIR. | 
[ In a voice ſcarcely audible. ] | 
Follow him! He is deſperate. The gold muſt 
be taken care of for his uſe ; *tis the dreadful ac- 
quittance of my debt to him.—Julia, Julia, I come! | 
Let me die upon that altar [ The domeſtics lay | 
him by Julia's fide, his head reſting upon her baſom.] 
CounT. 
[ Awakening from his ftupor.] 
Son! Caſimir ! Not one laſt look for a de- 
ſpairing father ? 


CASIMIR, 
My laſt muſt ſue to God for mercy on myſelf. 


| CovnrT. 
Falling before him in the moſt dreadful violence of 
deſpair. 

The Creator and the creature abandon me! Ca- 
ſimir !-—Not one laſt look to comfort me in the 
hour of death Caſinur ftretches out his trembling 
hand, graſps his father's, kiſſes it, points to heaven, 
and expires. 


Cour. 


—— — — — 
* 
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Court. 


[ Riſing Haſtily.] 
Fe forgave me! He wiſhed that we ſhould meet 


in heaven! 3 — Lead on, Sirs ! 


Lam your priſoner. 1 


nE END. 


